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The  Committee  appointed  by  the  General  Synod  at  Wooster,  O.,  to  prepare  and  have 
published  a  Hymn  and  Tune  Book,  using  the  hymns  contained  in  the  Book  of  Worship 
in  their  present  order  and  number,  and  to  add  to  the  collection  a  suitable  translation  of 
Luther's  Battle  Hymn,  "Ein'feste  Ru-g  ist  unser  Gott,"  together  with  an  appropriate 
number  of  Chants  and  Anthems,  have  accomplished  their  work  to  the  best  of  their 
ability,  and  herewith  submit  the  result  of  their  labors. 

It  is  but  just  to  say  that  the  Committee  received  important  aid  and  suggestions  from 
many  able  and  experienced  writers  of  music  and  leaders  of  choirs  in  the  Lutheran 
Church ;  besides  which,  the  Committee  availed  itself,  as  far  as  practicable,  of  the  best 
results  of  all  the  best-known  and  most  popular  Hymn  and  Tune  Books  and  Note  Books 
extant.  From  this  wide  field  it  collected  the  music  it  has  used.  In  the  choice  of  its 
tunes  it  was  governed  by  the  following  general  principles : — 

1.  Use  no  tunes  but  those  of  well-tried  merit. 

2.  Combine  devotional  fitness  with  musical  excellence. 

3.  Study  adaptation. 

The  first  principle,  whilst  not  ruling  out  new  and  popular  music,  nevertheless 
inclined  the  Committee  to  prefer  the  old  and  well-tried  tunes.  The  old  wine  was  to 
be  preferred,  whilst  the  good  new,  which  may  also  improve  with  age,  was  not  to  be 
discarded. 

The  second  principle  led  the  Committee  to  inquire  into  the  churchly  character  of  the 
tune,  and  to  consider  whether  it  is  calculated  to  awaken  and  express  the  feelings  and 
sentiments  of  a  devout  and  spiritual  worshiper. 

The  third  principle  led  the  Committee  to  consider  the  spirit  of  the  tune  and  the 
hymn  corgointly,  and  inquire  how  far  they  harmonized  in  utterance,  feeling  and 
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temper,  so  that  the  soul  of  adoratioiii  joy,  penitence,  resignation,  hope,  &c.,  might  be 
uttered  in  fitting  musical  expression.  This  principle  determined  the  Committee  to 
preserve  that  relation,  wherever  it  could  be  determined,  which  time  and  a  consensus 
of  usage  had  established  between  certain  hymns  and  their  tunes.  Thus  they  would 
not  put  asunder  what  had  long  been  joined  together  in  the  minds  of  the  great 
multitude  of  worshipers  in  all  the  churches, — such  as  Old  Hundred  and  the  1st  hymn ; 
Coronation  and  the  149th;  Bethany  and  the  393d;  &c.,  &c.  The  fact  that  such  a 
relation  of  hymn  and  tune  had  been  widely  and  firmly  established,  was  accepted  as 
proof  that  our  third  principle  had  found  its  proper  expression  and  vindication. 

In  some  instances — where  the  relation  has  not  been  so  well  determined  by  usage,  or 
where  it  was  believed  to  be  merely  provincial,  or  not  founded  on  the  best  judgment — 
the  Committee  has  used  its  own  discretion,  and  separated  or  combined  in  a  manner 
which  may  not  always  meet  the  approval  of  those  who  have  been  accustomed  to  a 
certain  local  usage,  or  to  associations  of  music  and  words  growing  out  of  peculiar 
circumstances  and  experiences. 

At  all  events,  there  must  always  be  in  a  question  so  delicate  and  largely  subjective 
as  that  concerning  the  agreement  of  a  tune  to  a  hymn,  a  great  diversity  of  judgment 
and  taste  among  difiierent  persons  even  of  good  practical  and  musical  discernment  and 
appreciation.  To  meet  this  condition,  the  Committee  has,  as  £ar  as  was  possible,  offered 
more  than  one  tune  on  the  same  page  to  the  same  hymn. 

The  translation  of  "  Feste  Burg"  is  that  of  the  Chairman ;  and  it  is  hoped  that  it 
may  afibrd  the  lovers  of  the  great  original  classic  something  of  the  inspiration  which 
those  can  feel  who  sing  it  in  Luther's  almost  untranslatable  German. 

It  is  devoutly  hoped  by  the  Committee,  in  submitting  their  work  to  the  Church,  that 
it  may  serve  the  end  so  much  sought  in  prayer  and  aimed  at  in  all  its  labor, — that 
of  aiding  all  who  use  it  to  '^  ofier  up  spiritual  sacrifices,  acceptable  to  Grod  by  Jesus 
Christ  in  psalms  and  hymns  and  spiritual  songs,  singing  with  grace  in  their  hearts 
to  the  Lord." 

Joel  Swaetz, 
A.  C.  Wedekind, 
S.  A.  Oet, 
W.  L.  Kemsbebg, 
J.  F.  Reinmtjnd. 
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%  The  Minister  shall  begin  the  Service  by  reading  one  or  more  of  the  foilowing  sentences. 

In  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
Amen. 

The  Lord  is  in  His  Holy  Temple;  let  all  the  earth  keep  silence  before 
Him. 

From  the  rising  of  the  sun  even  unto  the  going  down  of  the  same,  my 
Name  shall  be  great  among  the  Gentiles ;  and  in  every  place  incense  shall  be 
offered  unto  my  Name,  and  a  pure  offering:  for  my  Name  shall  be  great 
among  the  heathen,  saith  the  Lord  of  Hosts. 

O  Lord,  open  Thou  my  lips,  and  my  mouth  shall  show  forth  Thy  praise. 
For  Thou  desirest  not  sacrifice,  else  would  I  give  it ;  Thou  delightest  not  in 
burnt  offerings.  The  sacrifices  of  Gtxi  are  a  broken  spirit ;  a  broken  and  a 
oontrite  heart,  O  Grod,  Thou  wilt  not  despise. 

Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,  and  the  meditation  of  my  heart,  be  acceptable 

]  In  Thy  sight,  O  Lord,  my  strength  and  my  Redeemer. 
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ITie  Congregaium  ai^ise  and  remain  standing  till  the  end  of  the  Creed. 

%  Then  shall  he  said  or  sung  the 


Gloria  Patri- 


C.  NORRIS. 


Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to    the     Son,  And      to      the  Ho   -   ly  Ghost  ; 
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As  it  was. in  the  beginning,  is 

now,  and ev-er  shall  be.  World  without  end.  A -men. 
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^  Tlien  shall  the  Minister  say 

The  Confession  of  Sin. 

Dearly  Beloved:  the  Holy  Scriptures  declare,  that  when  the  wicked 
man  tumeth  away  from  his  wickedness,  and  doeth  that  which  is  lawful  and 
right,  he  shall  save  his  soul  alive.  The  sacrifices  of  God  are  a  broken  and 
a  contrite  heart.  To  the  Lord  belong  mercies  and  forgivenesses,  though  we 
have  rebelled  against  Him.  Let  us  therefore  confess  our  sins  uiito  our 
Father,  with  sincere,  humble,  and  obedient  hearts,  that  we  may  obtain  remis- 
sion of  the  same  by  His  infinite  goodness  and  mercy. 

LET  US  PRAY. 

Almighty  and  most  merciful  Father,  unto  whom  all  hearts  are  open,  and 

all   desires   are   known,  all   whose  commandments  are  just,  necessary,  and 

good ;  we  confess  unto  Thee,  that  we  have  erred  and  strayed  from  Thy  ways 

like  lost  sheep.     We  have  followed  too  much  the  devices  and  desires  of  our 

own  hearts.    We  have  offended  against  Thy  holy  laws.    We  have  left  undone 

those  things  which  we  ought  to  have  done ;  and  we  have  done  those  things 

which  we  ought  not  to  have  done.     But  enter  not,  we  beseech  Thee,  into 
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judgment  with  us ;  for  in  Thy  sight  shall  no  man  living  be  justified.  As 
Thou  desirest  not  the  death  of  a  sinner,  but  that  he  may  turn  from  his 
wickedness  and  live — ^have  mercy,  O  Lord,  upon  us,  miserable  offenders. 
Spare  Thou  those,  O  God,  who  confess  their  faults.  Restore  Thou  those 
who  arc  truly  penitent,  according  to  Thy  gracious  promises  declared  unto 
mankind  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord.  And  grant,  O  most  merciful  Father, 
that  we  may  hereafter  live  a  godly,  righteous,  and  sober  life,  to  the  glory  of 
Thy  holy  name,  through  Thy  blessed  Son,  our  Mediator  and  Redeemer. 
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f  Then  shall  be  said  or  sung  the 

Kyrie- 
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OGod,theFatherinheaven,have  mer-cy  up-on  us! 
0  God,  the  Son,  Re- 
deemer of  the     world,  have  mer-cy  up-on  us ! 
0  God,  the  Holy   Ghost,  have  mer-cy  up-on  us,and  grant  usThy  peace!  Amen. 


%  Then  may  the  Minister  say  this  prayer ^  or  ii  may  be  omitted. 

0  Almighty  God,  our  Heavenly  Father,  who  of  Thy  great  mercy  hast 
promised  forgiveness  of  sins  to  all  them  that  with  hearty  repentance  and 
true  faith  turn  unto  Thee ;  have  mercy  upon  us,  pardon  and  deliver  us  from 
all  our  sins,  confirm  and  strengthen  us  in  all  goodness,  and  bring  us  to  ever- 
la«tmg  life,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 


f  JTien  shall  the  Apostles'  Creed  be  said  by  the  Minister  an^.  the  Congregation. 

Apostles'  Creed - 

I  BELIEVE  in  God  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth. 

And  in  Jesus  Christ  His  only  Son,  our  Lord ;  Who  was  conceived  by  the 

Holy  Ghost,  Born  of  the  Virgin  Mary ;  Suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate,  Was 

crucified,  dead,  and  buried ;  He  descended  into  the  place  of  departed  spirits ; 
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The  third  day  He  rose  from  tbe  dead ;  He  ascended  into  heaven,  and  sittefc 
on  the  right  hand  of  God  the  Father  Ahnighty ;  From  thence  He  shall  cona 
to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead. 

I  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost ;  The  Holy  Christian  Church ;  The  communio 
of  saints ;  The  forgiveness  of  sins ;  The  resurrection  of  the  body ;  And  tli 
life  everlasting.     Amen. 

f  Then  shall  be  sung  the  Te  Deum  Laudanrns^  or  the  Gloria  in  ExcehU^  as  here  followeth. 

Gloria  in  Excelsis 

PART  I. 


1  Olory  be  to God  on  high,  and  on  earth       peace,goodwili  towards  men. 

2  We  praiseThee,we  blessThee,we  worship  Thee,  we  glorifsrThee,we 

give  thanks  to  Thee  for  Thv  great  glory. 
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3  0  Lord  God, heavenly  King,       God  the 


Fa  -  ther,Al- .  .  mighty! 


4  0  Lordfthe  only  begotten  Son,  Je  -  sns  Christ;     0  Lord  G^,  Lamb  of      God,  Son  of    the  Fattier 
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5  That  takest  away  the     ...    •  sins  of  the  world,  have  mercy 

6  Thou  that  takest  away  the  .    .    .  sins  of  the  world,  have  mercy 

7  Thou  that  takest  away  the  .    .    .  sins  of  the  world,  re-    .    .    . 

8  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  God  the      .  Father,  have  mercy 
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RETURN  TO  PART  I. 

9  For  thon  |  only  *  *  art  |  holy :  I  then  |  only  |  art  the  |  Lord : 

10  Thon  only,  0  Christ,  with  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost,  j]  art  most  high  in  the  |  glory  *  *  of  |  God  the  | 
Father.  ||  A-  |  men. 
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^  Then  shall  follow  the 

Reading  of  the  Scriptures. 

Hymn. 

Prayer. 
Hymn. 

Collection. 
Sermon. 

f  T%en  shall  the  Minister  offer  a  brief  prayer ^  which  may  close  with  the  Lord^s  Prayer ^  in 
which  the  people  may  join ;  and  it  is  fitting  they  should  do  so  whenever  it  occurs  in 
public  worship. 

The  Lord's  Prayer. 

Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven ;  Hallowed  be  Thy  Name ;  Thy  kingdom 
come ;  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven ;  Give  us  this  day  our 
daily  bread ;  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  those  who  trespass 
against  us  ;  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation ;  But  deliver  us  from  evil ;  For 
Thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for  ever  and  ever. 
Amen. 

f  Then  shall  follow  a 

Hymn, 

and  the 

Benediction. 

The  grace  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  love  of  God,  and  the  fellowship 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  be  with  you  all.     Amen. 

Or, 

The  Lord  bless  thee  and  keep  thee ; 

The  Lord  make  His  face  to  shine  upon  thee,  and  be  gracious  unto  thee ; 

The  Lord  lift  up  His  countenance  upon  thee,  and  give  thee  peace.     Amen. 

H  After  ih^.  Benediction,  the  Congregation,  still  standing,  should  offer  silent  prayer. 


Id 


^pntng  jSprlitrF. 


^  The  Service  shall  begin  with  one  of  the  following  Inyitatories.     The  Invitatory  may  he  said 
responsively  by  the  Minister  amd  Omgregation, 

The  Introit. 

1.  DEUS  MISEREATUB.   F8.1zyii. 

God  be  merciful  unto  us,  and  bless  us :  And  cause  His  face  to  shine  upon  us. 
That  Thy  way  may  be  known  upon  earth;  Thy  saving  health  among  all 
nations. 

Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  O  God :  Let  all  the  people  praise  Thee. 

Then  shall  the  earth  yield  her  increase :  And  God,  even  our  own  God, 
shall  bless  us. 

God  shall  bless  us :  And  all  the  ends  of  the  earth  shall  fear  Him. 

2.  JUBILATE  DEO.    Fs.  o. 

Make  a  joyftil  noise  unto  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands :  Serve  the  Lord  with 
gladness ;  come  before  His  presence  with  singing. 

Know  ye  that  the  Lord  He  is  God ;  It  is  He  that  hath  made  us,  and  not 
we  ourselves :  We  are  His  people,  and  the  sheep  of  His  pasture. 

Enter  into  His  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  His  courts  with  praise: 
Be  thankful  unto  Him,  and  bless  His  Name. 

For  the  Lord  is  good ;  His  mercy  is  everlasting :  And  His  truth  endureth 
to  all  generations. 

3.  VENITE  EXULTEMUS  DOMIKO.    Ps.  xov. 

O  COME,  let  us  sing  unto  the  Lord :  Let  us  make  a  joyful  noise  to  the  RocL^ 
of  our  salvation. 

Let  us  come  before  His  presence  with  thanksgiving:  And  make  a  jo}^l^. 

noise  unto  Him  with  psalms. 

For  the  Lord  is  a  great  God :  And  a  great  King  above  all  gods. 
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In  His  hand  are  the  deep  places  of  the  earth :  The  strength  of  the  hills  is 
His  also. 

The  sea  is  His,  and  He  made  it :  And  His  hands  formed  the  dry  land. 

0  come,  let  us  worship  and  bow  down :  Let  us  kneel  before  the  Lord  our 
Maker. 

For  He  is  our  God :  And  we  are  the  people  of  His  pasture,  and  the  sheep 

of  His  hand. 

4.  LAETATtIS  SUM.    Fs.  cxzii. 

1  WAS  glad  when  they  said  unto  me,  Let  us  go  into  the  house  of  the  Lord ; 
our  feet  shall  stand  within  thy  gates,  O  Jerusalem. 

Pray  for  the  peace  of  Jerusalem :  They  shall  prosper  that  love  thee. 
Peace  be  within  thy  walls :  And  prosperity  within  thy  palaces. 

6.  LAVABO  USTTEB  nnrOOEITTES.    Ps.  xxrl. 

I  WILL  wash  mine  hands  in  innocency :  So  will  I  compass  Thine  Altar,  O 
Lord. 

That  I  may  publish  with  the  voice  of  thanksgiving :  And  tell  of  all  Thy 
wondrous  works. 

Lord,  I  have  loved  the  habitation  of  Thy  house :  And  the  place  where 
Thine  honor  dwelleth. 


f  ITien  shall  be  said  or  sung  the  Gloria  Patria^  the  Congregation  stunding. 


Gloria  Patri. 


C.  NORRIS. 
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Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to    the     Son,  And      to      the  Ho   -   ly  Ghost ; 
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As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is 
now,  and   .    • ev-er  shall  be,  World  without  end.  A -men. 


5?: 


&- 


^^^m% 


15 


ORDER  OF  PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

f  I%en  may  the  Minister  say  the  Confession  of  Sins  as  here  foUoweth.  The  Ckmgregaiion 
standing  wntil  the  end  of  the  KyrU,  or  the  Minister  may  omit  all  until  the  end  of 
the  Kyrie,  at  his  discretion. 

The  Confession  of  Sins. 

Dearly  Beloved :  If  we  say  that  we  have  no  sin,  we  deceive  ourselves, 
and  the  truth  is  not  in  us.  But  if  we  confess  our  sins,  God  is  faithful  and 
just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteousness.  Let 
us  therefore  confess  our  sins  unto  Grod  our  heavenly  Father,  and  humbly 
beseech  Him,  in  the  name  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  to  grant  us  forgiveness. 

LET  US  PRAY. 

Almighty  and  most  merciful  Father;  we  poor  sinners  acknowledge  and 
confess  our  manifold  sins  and  wickedness,  which  we,  from  time  to  time,  have 
committed,  by  thought,  word,  and  deed,  against  Thy  Divine  Majesty.  We 
have  provoked  Thy  wrath  and  indignation  against  us,  and  deserve  at  Thy 
hands  the  punishment  due  to  the  guilty.  But  we  do  earnestly  repent,  and 
are  heartily  sorry  for  these  our  misdoings;  and  we  beseech  Thee,  of  Thy 
great  goodness,  to  have  mercy  upon  us.  Pardon  and  deliver  us  from  all  our 
sins ;  confirm  and  strengthen  us  in  all  goodness ;  and  bring  us  to  everlasting 
life ;  for  the  sake  of  Thy  dear  Son,  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 


^  77ien  shall  the  Omgregation  sing  or  say  the 


Kyrie. 


W.  L.  REMSBERG. 
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Lord,  have  mercy  up-on  us!0hri8t,liav«  mercynp-OQ     us  ?  Lord,haYe  nwrcyup  -  on       us !   A-  men. 
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Or  this : 

Kyrie- 
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God,theFather  in  heaven^ave  mer-cy  up-on  us ! 
|0  God,  the  Son,  Re- 
deemer of  the     world,  have  mer-cy  up-OD  us! 
1 0  God,  the  Holy  Ghost,  have  mer-dy  up-on  us,and  grant  usThy  peace! Amen. 
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\  The  Minister  here  readeth  a  lesson  from  the  Old  Testament,  after  which  the  following  CanticUl 
shall  be  sung ;  or,  if  hut  one  lesson  is  usedy  this  may  be  omitted, 

LEVAVl  0GUL08  ME08.   Ps.  ozxi. 

I  WILL  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills,  from  whence  cometh  my  help. 

My  help  cometh /rom  the  Lord  which  made  heaven  and  earth. 

He  will  not  suffer  thy  foot  to  be  m>oved;  He  that  keepeth  thee  will  not  slumber. 

Behold,  he  that  keepeth  Israel,  shall  neither  slumber  nor  sleep. 

The  Lord  is  thy  keeper;  The  Lord  is  thy  shade  upon  thy  right  hand. 

The  sun  shall  not  smite  thee  by  day,  nor  the  m^on  by  night. 

The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee /rom  all  evil;  He  shall  preserve  thy  soul. 

The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going  out,  and  thy  coming  in,  from  this  time 

forth,  and  even  far  evermore. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  anu  ^o  the  Son,  and  to  the  Holy  Ghost; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be,  world  without  end.    Amen, 

Or  this : 
BOKUM  EST  OONFITERL   Fs.  zdi. 
It  is  a  good  thing  to  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  and  to  sing  praises  unto 

Thy  name,  O  Most  Highest, 

To  tell  ot  thy  loving  kindness  early  in  the  morning,  and  of  Thy  truth  in  the 
night  season. 

Upon  an  instrument  of  ten  strings,  and  upon  the  lute,  upon  a  loud  instru- 
Dient,  and  upon  the  harp. 

For  Thou,  Lord,  hast  made  me  glad  through  Thy  works,  and  I  will  rejoice 
in  giving  praise  for  the  operations  of  Thy  hands, 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the  Son,  and  to  the  Holy  Ghost:  • 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be,  world  udthout  cud*    Aiu^rfx., 
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Orthit: 
TEE  MAQSIFIOAT.   Lvke  i     • 

My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord:  and  my  spirit  hath  rejoiced  in  Ood  t 
Saviour, 

For  He  hath  regarded:  the  low  estate  of  His  handmaiden. 

For  behold, /ro7?i  henceforth:  all  generations  shall  call  me  blessed. 

For  He  that  is  mighty  hath  done  to  ms  great  things:  and  holy  is  His  Nan 

And  His  mercy  is  on  ihem  that  fear  Him :  from  generoi^on.  to  generation. 
,  He  hath  showed  strength  toith  His  arm :  He  hath  scattered  the  proud 
the  imagino^ion  of  their  hearts. 

He  hath  put  down  the  mighty  from  their  seats:  and  exalted  them  of  /< 
degree. 

He  hath  filled  the  hungry  with  good  things :   and  the  rich  He  hath  se 
empty  away. 

He  hath  holpen  His  servant  Israel,  in  remembrance  of  His  mercy:  as  I 
spake  to  our  fathers,  to  Abraham,  and  to  his  seed,  forever. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the  So7i,  and  to  the  Holy  Ghost; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be,  world  without  en 
Axnen. 

%  The  Minuter 'then' readah  a  Lesson  from  the  New  Testament.    And  after  that  foUmveth^ 

Hymn  or  Anthem. 

Prayer. 

Hymn. 

Collection. 

Sermon. 

Prayer.     (Lord's  Prayer.) 

Hymn. 

Doxology. 

Benediction. 

%  After  the  Benediction,  the  Congregation,  stilt  standing,  should  offer  silent  prayer. 


Id 
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AGAIN  THE  DAY  RETURNS. 
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AGAIN  THE  DAY  RETURNS.    Continued. 
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AGAIN  THE  DAY  RETURNS.    Concluded. 
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SHOUT  THE  GLAD  TIDINGS- 


CHARLES  AVISO 


Shout  the  glad  tid  -  ings,    ex  -  nit  -  ing  -  ly       sing,     .... 
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SHOUT  THE  GLAD  TIDINGS.    Concluded. 
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cho-ros    resound  throHhe  earth  and    the  skies.       j 


r^  T'  l"~^r^~^ 


i^ 


r 


<•— # 


^^^^^^^=^ 


I      I    i      i  3        ^    1^        K    w      IS      k      b\  Id&'Zd  verses.        \ 


ult-ing-ly      sing, Je-ru   -  salem triumphs, Mes-si  -  ah     is  King! 


-b — }: 


Ending  for  3d  verse. 


M^nP^-r 


£ 


B 


£ 


? 


-p^^ 


t=t 


si  -  ah     is  King!    Me 


si  -  ah    is  King!   Mes 


rr 


-  si  - 


1^ 


t 


± 


fe=&^ 


t 


^ 


ah 


is    King! 


^^ 


I    ■    I i-j- 

23 


ANTHEMS  AND  CHANIS. 


CHRISTMAS  CHANT. 
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From  Psalms  ziy.  Izzzix.  ox. 

Thy  seat,  O  Oorf,  en-  !  dureth  "  for  |  ever :  ||  the  sceptre  of  Thy  kinge^om  |  is  "  a 
right  "  —  I  sceptre. 

Thou  hast  loved  righteousness,  and  hatred  in-  |  i-qui-  |  ty :  ||  wherefore  God,  even  tt 
God,  hath  anointed  thee  with  the  oil  of  gladTi^ss  |  a-"  —  |  bove  "  thy  |  fellows. 

My  song  shall  be  alway  of  the  loving-kindne^  |  of  "  the  |  Lord :  ||  with  my  moul 
will  I  ever  be  showing  Thy  trutli  from  one  genera^io/i  |  to  "  an-  |  o-**  —  |  ther. 

For  I  have  said,  Mercy  shall  be  set  wp  \  for  **  —  |  ever :  ||  Thy  truth  shalt  thou 
i^b-lish  I  in  *'  the  {  heavens. 

The  Lord  is  |  our  "  de-  |  fence :  ||  the  Holy  One  \  chos  en  |  out  **  of  the  |  people. 

Thou  spakeKt  sometime  in  visions  unto  Thy  saints,  \  and  '*  —  {  saidst :  ||  I  have  lad 
help  upon  One  that  is  mighty  ;  I  have  exalted  One  \  chos-en  {  out  "  of  the  |  people. 

I  will  set  His  domimoTi  |  in  **  the  |  sea :  ||  and  His  right  *'  hand  |  in  "  the  |  floods. 

And  I  will  make  Him  \  my  "  First-  |  bom :  ||  higher  |  than  "  the  |  Kings  "  of  th|& 
earth. 

The  Lord  mid  un-  |  to  "  my  |  Lord:  ||  Sit  Thou  on  my  right-hand,  until  I  tna^ 
T^ine  |  enemies  |  Thy  "  —  |  footstool. 

The  Lord  shall  send  the  rod  of  Thy  potoer  \  out  "  of  |  Sion :  ||  be  Thou  ruler  even  ^ 
the  midst  a-  |  mong  ••  Thtne  |  ene  -  |  mies. 

In  the  day  of  Thy  power  shall  the  people  offer  Thee  free-will  offertn^«  with  an 
ho-ly  I  worship :  |  the  dew  of  Thy  hirth  is  |  of  *  the  |  womb  "  of  the  |  morning. 

The  Lord  «wwe,  and  will  |  not  "  re-  |  pent :  II  Thou  art  a  Priest  forever,  after  tb 
order  |  of  "  Mel-  j  chi-ze-  |  dek. 

Glory  be  to  the  F&ther,  \  and  "  to  the  |  Son,  |  and  \  to  the  |  Ho-ly  |  Ghost ; 

As    it   was   in   the.  beginning,  is  Tiowy  and  |  ev-er  j  shall  be,  ||  tcvrld  \  with-ont  | 
end.    A-  j  men. 
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BENEDICTUS  DOMINUS. 
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1  Blessed  be  the  Lord  God  of  |  Is-ra-  |  el ;  |  for  He  hath  visitedf  |  and  "  re-  |  deemed ' 

His  I  people ; 
3  As  He  spake  by  the  mouth,  of  His  |  ho-ly  |  Prophets :  ||  which  have  hetn  \  since  "  the  | 

world  "  bfe-  j  gan; 
5  Glory  be  to  the  Fa/Acr,  |  and  -  to  the  |  Son,  ||  and  \  to  the  |  Ho-ly  |  Ghost ; 
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2  And  hath  raised  up  a  mighty  salva^ioTi  |  for  •* —  ;  us  ||  in  the  h(mse.  \  of  "  His  |  ser- 
vant I  David; 

4  That  we  should  be  saved  from  our  |  en-e-  |  mies  |  and  &om  the  hand  of  |  all "  that  | 
hate  ••  —  I  us. 

6  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  notr,  and  |  ev-er  {  shall  be,  ||  wwld  \  with-out  |  end. 
A-  I  men. 
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1  It  is  a  good  thing  to  give  thanks  |  unto  *  *  the  |  Lord ;  ||  and  to  sing  praises  unto  thy  | 
name, —  |  O  most  |  Highest. 

3  Upon  an  instrument  of  ten  strings,  and  up-  ]  on  the  |  lute ;  ||  upon  a  loud  instru- 
ment, I  and  up-  I  on  the  |  harp. 

5  Gloiy  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  ]  Son,  |  and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost; 


^  To  tell  of  thy  loving  kindness  |  early  *  •  in  the  1  morning;  |  and  of  thy  |  truth  *  *  in 
the  I  nigfht —  |  season. 

*  Pot  thou,  Lord,  hast  made  me  glad  |  through  thy  |  works;  ||  and  I  will  rejoice  in  giv- 
ing praise  for  the  ope-  |  ration  |  of  thy  |  hands. 

'  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  *  *  shall  be,  ||  world  without  I  end. 
A-  I  men,  A-  |  men. 
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THE  WHOLE  MULTITUDE.   Continued. 
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Peace  on       earth, 

Blessed  X>e  the  King, 
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Bless-  ed  be  the  King,  Blessed  be  the  King,Bless  -  ed, 


King,     who  Cometh    in  the  name  of  the  Lord.     Bless  -  cd     be  the  King, 
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Isaiah  liiii 


He  is  despised  and  re-  |  jected  of  |  men ;  {{  a  man  of  sorrows  and  ac-  |  qnointed  | 
^ith—  I  grief. 

And  wo  hid  as  it  were  our  |  faces  |  from  him ;  ||  ho  was  despised,  and  |  we  cs-  | 
fitted  him  |  not. 

Surely  he  hath  borne  our  griefs,  and  |  carried  onr  |  sorrows :  ||  yet  we  did  esteem  him 
•tricken,  \  smitten  of  |  God,  *  '  and  af-  |  flicted. 

But  ho  was  wounded  for  |  our  trans-  |  gressions,  ||  ho  was   bruised   for  |  our   in-  | 

^tti- Ities; 
The  chastisement  of  our  peace  |  was  up-  |  on  liim,  ||  and  with  his  |  stripes —  |  we  are  | 

Wled. 

All  we  like  sheep  have  |  gone  a-  |  stray;  ||  we  have  turned  every  |  one  to  |  his  own  |  way; 

And  the  Lord  ha^  |  laid  on  |  him  |  the  in-  |  iquity  |  of  us  |  all. 

When  thou  sbalt  make  his  soul  an  |  offering  '  '  for  |  sin,  |  he  shall  see  his  seed,  he  | 
*^1  pro-  I  long  his  j  day«. 

And  the  pleasure  of  the  Lord  shall  prosper  j  in  his  |  hand.     |  He  shall  see  of  the 
tiavail  of  his  soul,  and  j  shall  be  1  satis-  j  fied. 
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THE  LOVE  OF  CHRIST,    l.  o.  emerson. 
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1     Love,  Love,  on  earth  appears !  The  wretched  throng    His       way ; 
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He  heareth  all  their  griefs.  And 
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Soft,       my    harp, 
Hush'd,    my    harp. 


thy      breathings      be,     Let         me    weep 
thy      mur-murs     be,  Christ       i^     sleep 
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THE  LOVE  OF  CHRIST;    Continued. 
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Cal     -    va   -   ry,        Let        me     weep        on  Cal    -    va    -   ly. 

there      foi      thee!    Christ       is      sleep   -   ing  there      for      thee! 
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4  The  angel  came  at  dawn,  The  stone  is  rolled  a  -  way ;  The  living  dead  is  gone,  And 
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draw        my     soul  a  -  bove;     Joy  -  ful  now     the     strain  should  be. 


X 


i 


.^»a«^^a^^MtaM«~ 


.  ,  ,         f 


^— f 


—•=Sii ^>, 


^ 


81 


ANTHEMS  AND  CHANTS. 


THE  LOVE  OF  CHRIST.    Concluded. 
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Je  -  BUS  conquers  death  foT    me,  Je  -  sos  conqaera  death    for     me. 
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When    I    sing     of  Cal  -  va  -  ry,When    I    sing    of  Cal   -  va  -  ry. 
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Christ,  our  Passover,  is  sacrifice  |  for  *  * —  I  us :  ||  there/ore  |  let  *  *  us  |  keep  '  •  the  | 
feast; 

Not  with  the  old  leaven,  neither  with  the  leaven  of  maXice  and  |  wick-ed-  |  ness ;  | 
but  with  the  unleavened  bread  of  sin-  |  cer-i-  |  ty  * '  and  |  truth.    1  Ckyr.  v.  7. 

Christ  being  raised  from  the  dead,  \  dieth  "  no  |  more:  ||  death  hath  no  more  do-  | 
min-ion  |  o-ver  |  Him. 

For  in  that  He  died,  He  died  unto  |  sin  *  *  —  |  once :  ||  but  in  that  He  \\yeth,  He  | 
liv-eth  I  un-to  |  God. 

Likewise  reckon  ye  also  yourselves  to  be  dead  indeed  \  un-to  |  sin :  ||  but  alive  unt< 
God,  through  |  Je-sus  |  Christ  *  *  our  |  Lord.    Rom.  vi.  9. 

Christ  is  men  |  from  "the  |  dead:  ||  and  become  the  first-/rMtte  |  of" —  |  them  "that  | 
slept. 

For  since  by  man  \  came  "  —  |  death :  ||  by  man  came  al«o  the  resur-  |  rec-tion  I 
of  "  the  I  dead. 

For  as  in  Adam  |  all  "  —  |  die :  ||  even  so  in  Chiiat  shall  |  all  "  be  |  made  *  *  ar  |  MvO 
1  Oor.  XV.  20. 
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Psalm  xziT. 

1  The  earth  is  the  Lord's,  and  the  |  fulness  *  *  there-  |  of ;  |1  the  world,  and  |  they 
that  I  dwell  there-  |  in. 

2  For  he  hath  founded  it  up-  |  on  the  |  seas;  {{  and  established  |  it  up-  |  on  the  | 
floods. 

4  He  that  hath  clean  hands,  and  a  |  pure —  |  heart ;  ||  who  hath  not  lifted  up  his  soul 
tinto  vanity,  nor  |  sworn  de-  |  ceitful-  |  ly. 

5  He  shall  receive  the  |  blessing  from  the  |  Lord ;  |{  and  righteousness  from  the  |  God 
of  I  his  sal-  I  vation. 

6  This  is  the  generation  of  |  them  that  |  seek  him ;  {|  that  |  seek  thy  |  face,  O  |  Jacob. 

7  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates,  and  be  ye  lifted  up,  ye  ever-  |  lasting  |  doors;  ||  and 
tile  King  of  |  gloiy  |  shall  come  |  in. 
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3  Whoshall  ascend  unto  the  hill  of  the  Lord;  and  who  shall  stand  in  his  ho  -  ly  place? 
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8  Who  ia  this  King  of  glo-ry?  the  Lord  of  hosts:  lie    ia     the     King  of  glo-ry. 
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COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT.    Continued. 
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COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT.    Continued. 
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COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT.    Concluded. 
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BENEDIC  ANIMA  MEA. 


L.  MASON. 


1  Praise  the  Lord,  |  O  my  |  soul ;  {]  And  all  that  is  within  me,  |  pi^dse  His  |  holy 
le. 

3  Who  forgiveth  I  all  Thy  |  sin,  ||  And  healeth  *'  all  ]  thine  in-  1  finnities. 

5  O  praise  the  Lord,  ye  angels  of  His,  ye  that  ex-  |  eel  in  |  strength ;  ||  Ye  that 
^fialfil  His  commandment,  and  hearken  unto  the  |  voice  of  |  His —  |  word. 

7  0  speak  |  good  of  the  |  Lord,  ||  all  ye  works  of  His,  in  all  |  places  of  |  His  do-  | 
xuinion. 
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2  Praise  the  Lord,  |  O  my  |  soul ;  ||  And  for-  |  get  not  |  all  His  |  benefits. 
4  Who  saveth  thy — life  * '  from  de-  |  struction ;  ||  And  crowneth  thee  with  |  mercy  * 
^^  1  loving-  I  kindness. 
6  0  praise  the  Lord,  |  all  *  *  ye  His  |  hosts ;  ||  Ye  servants  of  |  His  that  |  do  His  | 


8  Praise  |  thou  the  |  Lord.  ||  Praise  |  thou  the  |  Lord,  my  [  soul. 
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THOU  VISITEST  THE  EARTH.    Concluded 
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BLESS  THE  LORD. 


I 


^3 


^ 


!-^— * 


^ 


I 


WM.  B.  BKADBURY. 

I 


If   p  I 


3i 


'^^FF 


?z: 


g 


Bless  the   Lor 


Bless  the  Lord, 


O 


^^ 


*rthfc:i 


£^^^ 


-^■ 


my 


I  I 


tfcic 


■* 


E 


*::^ 


-» 


X-iL 


V—9-1 


■t 


I 


fa 


* 


i=i 


?^^ 


v^ 


soul,         And  all    that    is      within  me,  bless  his      ho  -  lyname. 


m^ 


? 


H i 


V—^ 


.ULA 


^^- 


^ 


f 


^■^^=^ 


t 


m 


Is ^H-J- 


*-:fe 


^     ^ 


'■*4=i-i^ 


s=yT"j-g^^» 


£ 


•* ! \ 


Bless  the  Lord, 


I 


m 


?=^ 


N     ^ 


Bless  the  Lord,  O 


my  soul. 


And  for- 


it 


rrr^ 


i=; 


j_j  j  I  J,  ^^j-.-;wi  J  j=Ni 


-b" ^— t 


42 


get       not       all        his    ben  -  e-fits.  And    for  -  get      not       all     his 


z^-f     t    ^    T  \  u--f  f    u  y  •-jj'  I  f    f    -£ — ^ 


ANTHEMS  AND  CHANTS. 


BLESS  THE  LORD.    Continued 
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BLESS  THE  LORD.    Concluded 


ness        and     ten 


der 


mer    -    caes. 


-/ 


$       I 


^ 


"-r 


I: 


i 


■:-K — -N--^ — h  — [■ 


^==f 


■^ 


Who      re  -tdeem  -  eth       thy        life       from     des  -  true 


f 


tion,     '\ 


P^ 


# #    — P—     #  #:=*-=pi^ 


•^■ 


f 


b  r 


P 


Irr^ 


:^ 


3 


i 


J 


iEEE^^EEl 


crown  -  eth        thee      with       lov 


m 


i 


ing        kind 


ness. 


* 


w 


?^^^^ 


i 


l-t-/   ;    I   J: 


l=i--S: 


d: 


1^ 


^/Mf —  |j       >^       u fc 


*=^. 


-t=^-- 


r-;r-tr-p~t 


¥ 


^ 


1^ o 


crowneth  thee  with  lov  -  ing    kind  -  ness      and    ten    -    der     mer  -  ci 


^- 


cie 


M — a 


ri 


ANTHEMS  AND  CHANTS. 


!l(«^artnnit]Ut* 


-®SSS0- 


DEUS  NOSTER  REFUGIUM. 
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Psalm  zItI. 
God  is  oar  I  refuge  ' '  and  |  strength, 
A  very  |  present  |  help  in  |  trouble. 

Therefore  will  not  we  fear,  though  the  |  earth  *  *  be  re-  |  mov-ed, 
And  though  the  mountains  be  carried  into  the  |  midst  of  |  the —  |  sea. 

Though  the  waters  thereof  roar,  |  and  be  |  troubled, 

Though  the  mountains  shake  with  the  1  swelling  |  there I  of. 

There  is  a  river,  the  streams  whereof  shall  make  glad  the  |  city  •  *  of  |  God; 
The  holy  place  of  the  tabernacle  |  of  the  |  Most—  |  High. 

God  is  in  the  midst  of  her,  she  shall  |  not  be  |  mov-ed, 
God  shall  help  her  and  |  that —  |  right —  |  early. 

The  heavens  rac-ed,  the  |  kingdoms  *  *  were  |  mov-ed, 
He  uttered  his  [voice,  the  |  earth —  |  melted. 

The  Lord  of  |  Hosts  is  |  with  us ; 
The  Grod  of  |  Jacob  |  is  our  |  refuge. 

Come,  behold  the  |  works  ' '  of  the  |  Lord, 

What  desolations  he  hath  |  made —  |  in  the  |  earth. 

He  raaketh  wars  to  cease  unto  the  |  end  *  *  of  the  |  earth ; 

He  breaketh  the  bow,  and  cutteth  the  spear  in  sunder;  he  bumeth  the  |  chariot  | 
in  the  |  fire. 

Be  still,  and  know  that  |  I  am   |  God ; 

I  vill  be  exalted  among  the  heathen,  and  I  will  be  ex-  |  alted  |  in  the  |  earth. 

The  Lord  of  |  hosts  is  |  with  us ; 
The  God  of  |  Jacob  |  is  our  |  refuge. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the  Son,  and  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 
As  it  was  in   the    beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be  |  world  with-  •  *  out  | 
^d.    A-  I  men. 
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EIN  FESTE  BURG. 


M.  LUTHER. 
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A  mighty  stronghold  is  our  God, 

A  sure  defense  and  weapon  ; 
He  helps  us  free  from  every  need 
Which  hath  us  now  o'ertaken. 
The  old  angry  foe 
Now  means  us  deadly  woe  ; 
Deep  guile  and  great  might 
Are  his  dread  arms  in  fight, — 
On  earth  is  not  his  equal. 

In  our  own  strength  can  naught  he  done- 

Our  loss  were  soon  effected  ; 
There  fights  for  us  the  Proper  One, 
By  God  himself  elected. 
Ask  you  who  frees  us  ? 
It  is  Christ  Jesus — 
The  Lord  Sabaoth, 
There  is  no  other  God  ; 
He'll  hold  the  field  of  battle. 
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And  were  the  world  with  devils  filled, 

All  waiting  to  devour  us ; 
We'll  still  succeed,  so  God  hath  willed  ,- 
They  cannot  overpower  us : 
The  Prince  of  this  world 
To  hell  shall  be  hurled  ; 
He  seeks  to  alarm, 
But  shall  do  us  no  harm  ; 
The  smallest  Word  can  fell  him. 

The  Word  they  still  must  let  remain, 

And  for  that  have  no  merit ; 
For  he  is  with  us  on  the  plain, 
By  his  good  gifts  and  Spirit : 
Destroy  they  our  life, 
Goods,  fame,  child  and  wife  ? 
Let  all  pass  amain. 
They  still  no  conquest  gain, 
For  ours  is  still  the  kingdom. 
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Psabn  CTi 
Oh,  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord ;  call  np-  |  on  his  |  name. 
Make  known  his  |  deeds  a-  |  mong  the  |  people. 

Sing  unto  him,  sing  {  psalms  *  *  unto  |  him. 
Talk  ye  of  |  all  his  {  wondrous  |  works. 

Glgry  ye  in  his  |  holy  |  name : 

Let  the  heart  of  them  re-  |  joice  that  |  seek  the  |  Lord. 

Seek  the  Lord  |  and  his  |  strength ; 

Seek  his  |  £a«ce,  '  *  seek  his  |  face  ' '  ever-  |  more. 
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DOXOLOGY.    Continued 
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DOXOLOGY.    Concluded. 
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jl  Before  Jehovah*s  awful  throne, 
Ye  nations,  bow  with  sacred  joy ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone : 
He  can  create,  and  He  destroy. 

Hm  sov'reign  power,  without  our  aid. 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  form'd  us  men, 

•^^iWhen  like  wand'ring  sheep  we  stray'd, 
He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 

Is  W 

,    "8  are  His  people,  we  His  care, 

^Qr  souls  ana  all  our  mortal  frame : 
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What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear 
Almighty  Maker,  to  Thy  name! 

We*ll  crowd  Thy  gates  with  thankful  songs. 
High  as  Ihe  heavens  our  voices  raise ; 

And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, 
Shall  fillThycourts  with  sounding  praise. 

Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command ; 

Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  must  stand., 

When  rolling  yeaxa  a\iaWcftaafc\K»  issksss^. 
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Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 

Let  all  within  me  join, 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  bless  His  name 

Whose  favors  are  divine. 
Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul! 

Nor  let  his  mercies  lie 
Forgotten  in  unthankfulness, 

And  without  praises  die. 
'Tis  He  forgives  thy  sins ; 

'Tis  He  relieves  thy  pain ; 
'Tis  He  that  heals  Thy  sicknesses, 

And  gives  thee  strength  again. 


HEMINGFORD 


He  crownQ  thy  life  with  loye, 
When  rescued  from  the  grave, 

He,  that  redeem 'd  our  souls  from  death, 
Hath  boundless,  power  to  save. 

5  He  fills  the  poor  with  good ; 

He  gives  tne  suff' rers  rest. 
The  Lord  hath  justice  for  the  proud, 
And  mercy  for  the  opprees'd. 

6  His  wondrous  works  and  ways 

He  made  by  Moses  known ; 
But  sent  the  world  His  truth  and  grace 
By  His  beloved  Son. 

S.   M.  L.  O.  EMERSON. 

I \- 


8 

1  My  soul,  repeat  His  praise 

Whose  mercies  are  so  great ; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  God  will  not  always  chide; 

And,  when  His  wrath  is  felt, 
His  strokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 

3  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 

Above  the  ground  we  tread. 
So  far  the  riches  of  His  grace, 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed 

4  His  grace  subdues  our  sins, 

And  His  forgiving  love 


Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 
6  The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  who  fear  His  name. 

Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

6  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 

Or  like  the  morning  flower ! 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

7  But  Thy  compassions,  Lord, 

To  endless  years  endure ; 
And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 


52 


PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 
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1  Be  joyfal  in  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the  earth ; 

Oh,  serve  Him  with  gladness  and  fear ; 
Exult  in    His   presence  with  music  and 
mirth 
With  love  and  devotion  draw  near. 

2  For  Jehovah  is  God,  and  Jehovah  alone, 

Creator  and  Ruler  o'er  all ; 
And  we  are  His  people,  His  sceptre  we  own ; 
His  sheep,  and  we  follow  His  call. 


3  Oh,  enter  His  gates  with  thanksgiving  and 

song; 
Your  vows  in  His  temple  proclaim ; 
His  praise  with  melodious  accordance  pro- 
long, 
And  bless  His  adorable  name. 

4  For  good  is  the  Lord,  inexpressibly  good, 

And  we  are  the  work  of  His  hand ; 
His  mercy  and  truth  from  eternity  stood, 
And  shall  to  eternity  stand. 
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1  Oh,  worship  the  King  all-glorious  above, 
And  gratefully  sing  His  wonderful  love; 
Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of 

days,  [praise. 

Pavilion'd  in  splendor,  and  giraed  with 

2  Oh,  tell  of  His  might,  and  sing  of  His  grace. 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy 

space; 
"IS  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder- 
clouds form,  [storm. 
And  dark  is  His  path  on  the  wings  of  the 


3  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  lisflit. 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the 

plain. 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 


4  Frail  children  of  du^t,  and  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  Thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender  1   how  firm  to  the 

end  [Friend. 

Our    Maker,    Defender,    Redeecaftx^  ^xA 
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PtTBLIC  WORSHIP. 

SILVER  STREET.    S.  M. 


ISAAC  SMITH. 
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Come,  sound  His  praise  abroad, 
Ana  hymns  of  glory  sing  I 

Jehovah  is  the  so v' reign  God, 
The  universal  King. 

He  form'd  the  deeps  unknown ; 

He  gave  the  seas  their  bound ; 
The  watTy  worlds  are  all  His  own, 

And  all  the  solid  ground. 


Come,  worship  at  His  throne ; 

Come,  bow  before  the  Lord : 
"We  are  His  works  and  not  our  own, 

He  form'd  us  by  His  word. 

To-day  attend  His  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  His  rod ; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  His  choice. 
And  own  your  gracious  God  I 


LAB  AN.    S.  M 


LOWEL.    MASON. 


i 


T 


i 


^'h^ 


4- 


4- 


-» — I — f 


5 


4    i?rg 


t=±=^ 


Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  His  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 

With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

Though  high  above  all  praise. 

Above  all  blessing  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  name, 

And  laud,  and  magnify? 

Oh,  for  the  living  flame 
From  His  own  altar  brought, 
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To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire. 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

God  is  our  strength  and  song. 

And  His  salvation  ours ; 
Then  be  His  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 

With  all  our  ransom'd  powers. 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  ; 

The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  His  glorious  name, 

Henceforth,  for  evermore » 
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PBAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

CLAREMONT.    H.  M. 


4v 


3=?=^ 


^ 


f 


■rf 


1-^ 


£ 


■i i- 


rj^tf 


^ 


tf 


I 


i 


tf^ 


H-T PS « Y 


z 


^^ 


-^ 


^ 


^ 


^"^ 


J: 


I 


J3: 


\ 


V 1^ 


rf 


i; 


I* 


■JM5-4w_( 


i^^ 


% 


^—*- 


^-*- 


tf 


■mrr 


^^-» 


^t 


//;,j. 


c- 


^^^ 


f^ 


.t.«Nr-. 


t 


^ 


^ 


-^=°^ 


I 


y-^ 


^ 


-9-^ 


:^ 


^^^^-fa^b^ 


i 


r-= 


^(p — ?-'-— t^b-^ 


JiiLt^  J  ,ra  ^ 


^ 


S 


a 


1  To  your  Creator  God, 

Your  great  Preserver,  raise, 
Ye  creatures  of  His  hand. 
Your  highest  notes  of  praise. 

Let  ev'ry  voice 
Proclaim  His  power, 
His  name  adore, 

And  loud  rejoice. 

2  Let  all  the  creatures  join 

To  celebrate  His  name. 
And  all  their  various  powers 
Assist  th'  exalted  theme. 


Let  nature  raise 
From  every  tongue 
A  general  song 

Of  grateful  praise. 

3  But  oh  !   from  human  tongues 

Should  nobler  praises  flow ; 
And  ev'ry  thankful  heart 

With  warm  devotion  glow. 

Your  voices  raise, 
Ye  highly  blest 
Above  the  rest ; 

Declare  His  praise. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

DUKE  STREET.    L.  M. 


J.  HATTON. 


1  From  all  who  dwell  below  the  skies 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 

Let  the  Redeemer  s  name  be  sung, 
Through  ev'ry  land,  by  ev'ry  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word ; 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


3  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring ; 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing ; 
The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name. 

4  In  ev'ry  land  begin  the  song ; 
To  ev'ry  land  the  strains  belong; 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise, 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 
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1  Oh,  join  ye  the  anthems  of  triumph  that 

rise 
From  the  throng  of  the  blest,  from  the 

hosts  of  the  skies ; 
Alleluia,  they  sing,  in  rapturous  strains. 
Alleluia,  the  Lord  God  omnipotent  reigns  I 

2  He  gave  to  the  light  its  beneficent  wings ; 
He  control  leth  the  councils  of  senates  and 

kings; 
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From  His  throne  in  the  clouds  the  light- 

nings  are  hurl'd. 
And    He   ruleth  the  factions   that   rage 

through  the  world. 
Rejoice,  ye  that  love  Ilim ;  His  power  can- 
not fail;  [vail; 
His  omnipotent  goodness  shall  surely  pre- 
The  triumph  of  evil  will  shortly  be  passed, 
The  omnipotent  King  shall  conquer  at  last 


PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

MANDOR.    8s,  7s 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


Jf^^^^g^^E^dEE^j 


"4 


13? 


__u.u___(2 p-  ^ It Jp= *-  ^— ' r-<2 ^t(2 • P     S0  ifi -. 


m 


& 


Praise  the  Lord !  ye  heavens,  adore  Him, 

Praise  Him,  angels  in  the  height ; 
Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  Him  ; 

Praise  Him,  all  ye  stars  of  light ! 
Praise  the  Lord — for  He  hath  spoken  ; 

Worlds  His  mighty  voice  obey'd ; 
Jjaws  which  never  shall  be  broken, 

For  their  guidance  He  hath  made. 
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Praise  the  Lord — for  He  is  glorious ; 

Never  shall  His  promise  fail ; 
God  hath  made  His  saints  victorious. 

Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 
Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation. 

Hosts  on  high  His  power  proclaim  ; 
Heaven  and  earth,  and  all  creation, 

Laud  and  magnify  His  name. 


A.  WILLIAMS. 


Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake,  ev'ry  heart,  and  ev'ry  tongue, 

To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 
Sing  of  His  dying  love ; 

Sing  of  His  rising  power ; 
Sing  how  He  intercedes  above, 

For  us  whose  sin  He  bore. 
Sing,  till  w^e  feel  our  heart 

Ascending  with  our  tongue ; 
Sing,  till  the  love  of  sin  depart. 

And  grace  inspire  our  song. 


6 


57 


Sing  on  your  heavenly  way. 

Ye  ransom' d  sinners,  sing ; 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  ev'ry  day 

In  Christ,  th'  eternal  King. 
Soon  shall  we  hear  Him  say, 

"  Ye  blessed  children,  come !" 
Soon  will  He  call  us  hence  away 

To  our  eternal  home. 
There  shall  our  raptured  tongue 

His  endless  praise  proclaim. 
And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

ADMAH.    L.  M. 
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1  Bless,  0  my  soul  1  the  living  God ; 

Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad : 
Let  all  the  powers  within  me  join 
n  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

2  Bless,  O  my  soul !  the  God  of  Grace : 
His  favors  claim  thy  highest  praise ; 
Why  should  the  wonders  He  hath  wrought 
Be  lost  in  silence,  and  forgot? 


3  'Tis  He,  my  soul,  that  sent  His  Son 

To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hast  done ; 
He  owns  the  ransom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  Let  every  land  His  power  confess ; 
Let  all  the  earth  adore  His  grace  : 

My  heart  and  tongue  with  rapture  join, 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 
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PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

AGAWAM.    CM. 


WM.  E.  BRADBURY. 
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1  Ye  humble  souls,  approach  your  God 

With  songs  of  sacred  praise ; 
For  He  is  good,  supremely  good, 
And  kind  are  all  His  ways. 

2  All  nature  owns  His  guardian  care ; 

In  Him  we  live  and  move : 
But  nobler  benefits  declare 
The  wonders  of  His  love. 

8    He  gave  His  Son,  His  only  Son, 
To  ransom  rebel  worms : 
'Tis  here  He  makes  His  goodness  known 
In  its  diviner  forms. 


To  this  dear  refuge.  Lord,  we  come ; 

On  this  our  hope  relies ; 
A  safe  defence,  a  peaceful  home, 

When  storms  of  trouble  rise. 


6    Thine  eye  beholds  with  kind  regard 
The  souls  who  trust  in  Thee ; 
Their  humble  hope  Thou  wilt  reward 
With  bliss  divinely  free. 


6    Great  God,  to  Thine  almighty  love 
What  honors  shall  we  raise? 
Not  all  the  raptured  songs  above 
Can  render  equal  praise. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

CLAREMONT.    H.  M. 
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Let  every  creature  join 

To  bl^s  Jehovah's  name, 
And  every  power  unite 
To  swell  th'  exalted  theme ; 

Let  nature  raise, 
From  every  tongue, 
A  general  song 
Of  grateful  praise. 


2    But  oh,  from  human  tongues 
Should  nobler  praises  flow, 
And  every  thankful  heart 
With  warm  devotion  glow  : 


Your  voices  raise. 
Ye  highly  blest ; 
Above  the  rest 

Declare  His  praise. 

Assist  me,  gracious  God  ; 

My  heart,  my  voice  inspire ; 
'Then  shall  I  humbly  join 
The  universal  choir ; 
Thy  grace  can  raise 
My  heart  and  tongue. 
And  tune  my  song 
To  lively  praise. 
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PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

NETTLETON.    8s,  7s. 


a.  nettleton. 

Fine. 
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Come,  thou  Fount  of  ev'ry  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 

Gall  for  songs  of  loudest  praise : 
Teach  me  some  melodious  measure. 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure, 

While  I  sing  redeeming  love. 


Here  I  raise  mine  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  Thy  help  I've  come, 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jc3us  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand'nng  from  the  fold  of  God ; 
He,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


3  Oh  I  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrain'd  to  be  ! 
Let  that  grace,  Lord,  like  a  fetter. 

Bind  my  wand' ring  heart  to  Thee ! 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
Here's  my  heart,  Lord,  take  and  seal  it, 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

NEWCOURT.    L.  P.  M. 


HUGH  BOND. 
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1  I'll  praise  my  Maker  whilst  I've  breath ; 
And,  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs  ; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past 
Whilst  life  and  thought  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 


2  Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God,  who  made  the  sky, 

And  earth,  and  seas  with  all  their  train. 
His  truth  forever  stands  secure ; 
He  saves  th'  oppress'd,  He  feeds  the  poor ; 

And  none  shall  find  His  promise  vain. 
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3  The  Lord  pours  eyesight  on  the  blind ; 
The  Lord  supports  the  fainting  mind  ; 

He  sends  the  lab'ring  conscience  peace ; 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless, 
And  grants  tbe  pris'ner  sweet  release. 


I'll  praise  Him  while  He  lends  me  breath, 
And,  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs ; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past. 
Whilst  life  and  thought  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 


PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

BOYNTON.    CM. 


REV.  C.  MALAN. 
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1  Holy  and  rev'rend  is  the  name 

Of  our  eternal  King ; 
Thrice  holy,  Lord !  the  angels  cry  : 
Thrice  holy  let  us  sing. 

2  Holy  is  He  in  all  His  works, 

And  saints  are  His  delight ; 
But  sinners  and  their  wicked  ways 
Are  hateful  in  His  sight. 


3  The  deepest  rev'rence,  homage,  love, 

Pray,  0  my  soul,  to  God ; 
Lift  with  Thy  hands  a  holy  heart 
To  His  sulilime  abode. 

4  Thou,  righteous  God  1  ijreserve  my  mind 

From  all  pollution  free ; 
Thine  image  form  within  my  breast, 
That  I  Thy  face  may  see. 


OLNEY.    s.  M 


L.  MASON. 
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1  To  God  the  only  wise. 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Let  all  the  saints  below  the  skies 
yheir  humble  praises  bring. 

2  'Tis  His  almighty  love, 

His  counsel  and  His  care, 
Preserves  us  safe  from  sin  and  death, 
And  ev'ry  hurtful  snare. 

5  He  will  present  our  souls 
Unblemish'd  and  complete, 


Before  the  glory  of  His  face. 
With  joys  divinely  great. 

Then  all  His  faithful  sons 
Shall  meet  around  the  throne. 

Shall  bless  the  conduct  of  His  grace, 
And  make  His  wonders  known. 

To  our  Redeemer,  God, 
Wisdom  and  pow'r  belongs, 

Immortal  crowns  of  majesty, 
And  evetlaa\.\u^  ^on^. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

NUREMBURG.    7s. 


Thank  and  praise  Jehovah's  name  I 
For  His  mercies,  firm  and  sure, 

From  eternity  the  same, 
To  eternity  endure. 

Let  the  ransom'd  thus  rejoice, 
Gather'd  out  of  every  land. 

As  the  people  of  His  choice, 
Pluck'd  from  the  destroyer's  hand. 


To  a  pleasant  land  He  brings, 
Where  the  vine  and  olive  grow, 

Where,  from  flow'iy  hills,  the  springs 
Through  luxuriant  valleys  flow'. 

Oh,  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord 
For  His  goodness  to  their  race ; 

For  the  wonders  of  His  word. 
And  the  riches  of  His  grace  1 


HALLE.    7s.    6  lines. 


F.  J.  HAYDN. 
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God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace  I 
Show  the  brightness  of  Thy  face ; 
Shine  upon  us,  Saviour  1  shine ; 
Fill  Thy  church  with  light  divine; 
And  Thy  saving  health  extend  • 
To  the  earth's  remotest  end. 

Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ! 
Be  by  all  that  live  adored : 
Let  the  nations  shout  and  sing, 


Glory  to  their  Saviour  King ; 
At  Thy  feet  their  tribute  pay, 
And  Thy  holy  will  obey. 

Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ! 

Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford; 

God  to  man  His  blessings  give ; 

Man  to  God  devoted  live ; 

All  below,  and  all  above. 

One  in  joy,  and  light,  and  love. 
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PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

LUTON.    L.  M. 


G.  BURDER. 


2 


My  God,  my  King,  Thy  various  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days  ; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 
The  wings  of  ev'ry  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear ; 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 
New  works  of  duty  done  for  Thee. 


Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  long  succession  of  Thy  praise  ; 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  song    ' 
The  joy  and  triumph  of  their  tongue. 
But  who  can  speak  Thy  wondrous  deeds? 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds; 
Vast  and  unsearchable  Thy  ways ! 
Vast  and  immortal  be  thy  praise  ! 


UXBRIDGE.     L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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Where  two  or  three,  with  sweet  accord. 

Obedient  to  their  so v' reign  Lord, 

Meet  to  recount  His  acts  of  grace, 

And  offer  solemn  praver  and  praise — 

"There," says  the  Saviour,  "  will  I  be, 

Amid  this  little  company  ; 

To  them  unveil  my  smiling  face. 

And  shed  ray  glories  round  the  place." 

We  meet  at  Thy  command,  dear  Lord, 

Relying  on  Thy  faithful  word ; 

Now  send  Thy  Spirit  from  above, 

Now  fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  love. 
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Away  from  ev'ry  mortal  care, 
Away  from  earth,  our  souls  retreat  ; 
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We  leave  this  worthless  world  afar, 
And  wait  and  worship  near  Thy  seat. 

Lord,  in  the  temples  of  Thy  grace. 
We  bow  before  Thee  and  adore ; 

We  view  the  glories  of  Thy  f?ice. 
And  learn  the  wonders  of  Thy  power. 

Whilst  here  our  various  wants  we  mourn, 
United  prayers  ascend  on  high ; 

And  faith  expects  a  sure  return 
From  Him  who  hears  our  feeble  cry. 

Father  I  my  soul  would  here  abide ; 

Or,  if  my  feet  must  hence  depart, 
Still  keep  me,  Father,  near  Thy  sidft^ 

Still  keep  T\iy  d^jfeWviv^m  \sx^  YiRaxX., 


PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

HOWARD.    CM. 


S.  HOWARD. 


The  Lord  in  Zion  placed  His  name, 
His  ark  was  settled  there ; 

To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came 
To  worship  thrice  a  year. 

But  we  have  no  such  lengths  to  go, 

Nor  wander  far  abroad ; 
Where'er  Thy  saints  assemble  now 

There  is  a  house  of  God. 


Here  mighty  God !  accept  our  vows ; 

Here  let  Thy  praise  be  spread : 
Bless  the  provisions  of  Thy  house, 

And  fill  Thy  poor  with  bread. 

Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign, 
Let  God's  Anointed  shine; 

Justice  and  truth  His  court  maintain 
With  love  and  power  divine. 


HENDON.    7s. 


C.  MALAN. 
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Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now. 
At  Thy  feet  we  humbly  bow ; 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  ; 
Shall  we  seek  Xhee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 

In  thine  own  appointed  way. 
Now  we  seek  Tnee,  here  we  stay ; 
Lord,  we  cannot  let  Thee  go 
Till  a  blessing  Thou  bestow. 

Send  some  message  from  Thy  word 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afford; 


I^et  Thy  spirit  now  impart 
Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 

Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return  ; 
Those  who  are  cast  down,  lift  up  ; 
Make  them  strong  in  faith  and  hope. 

Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Thee  a  God  supremely  kind ; 
Heal  the  sick,  the  captive  free, 
"Let  us  all  rejoice  in  Thee. 
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PRAISE  AND  ADOEATION. 

ALVAN.    8s,  7s,  4s. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  In  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  assembling. 

We,  Thy  people,  now  draw  near : 
Teach  us  to  reioice  with  trembling; 
Speak,  and  let  Thy  servants  hear ; 

Hear  with  meekness — 
Hear  Thy  word  with  godly  fear. 

2  While  our  days  on  earth  are  lengthen 'd, 

May  we  give  them,  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
Cheer'd  by  hope,  and  daily  strengthened, 


May  we  run,  nor  weary  be, 

Till  Thy  glory 
Without  cloud  in  heaven  we  see. 

3  There,  in  worsliip  purer,  sweeter, 
All  Thy  people  shall  adore ; 
Tasting  of  enjoyment  greater 
Than  they  could  conceive  before ; 

Full  enjoyment, 
Full  and  pure  forevermore. 
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PETERBOROUGH.    C.  M.       r.  harrison. 
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In  Thy  great  name,  O  Lord,  we  come, 

To  worship  at  Thy  feet ; 
Oh,  pour  Thy  Holy  Spirit  down 

On  all  that  now  shall  meet. 

We  come  to  hear  Jehovah  speak, 
To  hear  the  Saviour's  voice : 

Thy  fece  and  favor,  Lord,  we  seek, 
Now  make  our  hearts  rejoice. 

Teach  us  to  pray  and  praise,  and  hear 
And  understand  Thy  word ; 

To  feel  Thy  blissful  presence  near, 
And  trust  our  living  Lord. 
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Here  let  Thy  power  and  grace  be  felt  • 
Thy  love  and  mercy  known  ; 

Our  icy  hearts,  dear  Jesus,  melt, 
And  break  this  flinty  stone. 

Let  sinners.  Lord,  Thy  goodness  prove, 

And  saints  reioice  in  Thee ; 
Let  rebels  be  subdued  by  love. 

And  to  the  Saviour  flee. 

This  house  with  grace  and  glory  fill, 

This  congregation  bless ; 
Thy  great  salvation  now  reveal^ 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

YOAKLEY.    L.  M. 


W.  YOAKLEY. 
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Thy  presence,  gracious  God  afford, 
Prepare  us  to  receive  Thy  word  ; 
Now  let  Thy  voice  engage  onr  ear, 
And  faith  be  mix'd  with  what  we  hear. 

Distracting  thoughts  and  cares  remove, 
And  fix  our  hearts  and  hopes  above : 
With  food  divine  may  we  be  fed, 
And  satisfied  with  living  bread. 


Taus  the  sacred  word  apply, 
With  sov'reign  power  and  ei^ergy ; 
And  may  we,  in  Thy  faith  and  fear. 
Reduce  to  practice  what  we  hear. 

Father,  in  us  Thy  Son  reveal ; 
Teach  us  to  know  and  do  Th)'-  will ; 
Thy  saving  power  and  love  display. 
And  guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 


HELENA.    CM. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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Jesus,  Thou  dear  redeeming  Lord, 

Thy  blessing  we  implore ; 
Open  the  door  to  preach  Thy  word, 

The  great,  effectual  door. 

Gather  the  outcasts  in,  and  save 
From  sin  and  Satan's  power ; 

And  let  them  now  acceptance  have, 
And  know  their  gracious  hour. 

Lover  of  souls  !  Thou  know'st  to  prize 
What  thou  hast  bought  so  dear ; 


Come,  then,  and  in  Thy  people's  eyes 
With  all  Thy  wounds  appear ! 

Appear,  as  when  of  old  confest 
The  suff 'ring  Son  of  God ; 

And  let  us  see  Thee  in  Thy  vest 
But  newly  dipt  in  blood. 

The  hardness  of  our  hearts  remove, 
Thou  who  for  sin  hast  died ; 

Show  us  the  tokens  of  Thy  love, 
Thy  feet,  Thy  hands,  Thy  side 
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PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

MERLO.    8s,  ?s,  4s. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 
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1  Dearest  Saviour,  help  Thy  servant 

To  proclaim  Thy  wondrous  love ! 
Pour  Thy  grace  upon  this  people, 
That  they  may  Thy  love  approve : 

Bless,  oh.  hi  ess  them, 
From  Thy  shining  courts  above. 

2  Now  Thy  gracious  word  invites  them 

To  partake  the  gospel-feast; 
Let  Thy  Spirit  sweetly  draw  them ; 
Ev'ry  soul  be  Jesus'  guest ! 

Oh,  receive  us, 
Let  us  find  Thy  promised  rest. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

ADDISON.    S.  M. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


Our  heavenly  Father,  hear 
The  prayer  we  offer  now  ; 

Thy  naiiife  be  hallow' d  for  and  near, 
To  Thee  all  nations  bow. 

Thy  kingdom  oome ;  Thy  will 
On  (»arth  be  done  in  love, 

As  saints  and  seraphim  fulfil 
Thy  perfect  law  above. 

Our  daily  bread  supply 
While  by  Thy  word  we  live ; 


The  guilt  of  our  iniquity 
Forgive  as  W6  forgive. 

From  dark  temptation's  power, 
From  Satan's  wiles,  defend ; 

Deliver  in  the  evil  houi% 
And  guide  us  to  the  end. 

Thine  shall  forever  be 
Glory  and  power  divine ; 

Tlie  sceptre,  throne,  and  majest;-- 
Of  heaven  and  earth  are  Thiiie. 
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PARK  STREET.    L.  M. 


F.  VENUA. 
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1  Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Lord  J 

We  praise  thy  name  with  one  accord ; 
Thy  saints,  who  here  Thy  goodness  see, 
Tlirough  all  the  world  do  worship  Thee. 

2  To  Thee  aloud  all  angels  cry. 

And  ceaseless  raise  their  songs  on  high, 

Both  cherubim  and  seraphim, 

The  heavens  and  all  the  powers  therein. 


3  The  apostles  join  the  glorious  throng ; 
The  prophets  swell  the  immortal  song ; 
The  martyrs'  noble  army  raise 
Eternal  anthems  to  Thy  praise. 

4  Thee  holy  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King  I 
Thee,  Saviour  of  mankind  they  sing : 
Thus  earth  below,  and  heaven  above, 
Resound  Thy  glory  and  Thy  love. 

TO 


THE  LORiyS  DAY. 
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LISBON.    S.  M. 


DANIEL  REED. 
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Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise ; 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 


The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  His  saints  to-day ; 

Here  we  maj'  sit  and  see  Him  here, 
And  love  and  praise  and  pray. 
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One  day,  amid  the  place 

Where  Christ,  my  Lord,  has  been, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 

Of  pleasure  and  of  sin. 


My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  as  this, 

Till  call'd  to  rise  and  soar  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

LISCHER.    H.  M. 


F.  SCHNEIDER. 
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1  Welcome,  delightful  mom, 

Thou  day  of  sacred  rest  I 
I  hail  Thy  kind  return  ; — 

Lord,  make  these  moments  blest; 
From  the  low  train  of  mortal  toys, 
I  soar  to  reach  immortal  joys. 

2  Now  may  the  King  descend 

And  fill  His  throne  of  grace ; 
Thy  sceptre,  Lord,  extend, 
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While  saints  address  Thy  face : 
Let  sinners  feel  Thy  quickening  word, 
And  learn  to  know  and  fear  the  Lord. 

3    Descend,  celestial  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quickening  powers  ; 
Disclose  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  bless  the  sacred  hours  : 
Then  shall  my  soul  new  life  obtain, 
Nor  Sabbaths  be  enjoyed  in  vain. 
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THE  LORD'S  DAY. 

SABBATH.    7s.    6  lines. 


L.    MASON. 
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Safely  through  another  week 
God  has  brought  us  on  our  way  ; 

Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 
Waiting]:  in  his  courts  to-day : 

Day  of  ail  the  week  the  best; 

Emblem  of  eternal  rest ! 

"While  we  seek  supplies  of  grace, 
Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 

Show  Thy  reconciling  face — 
Take  away  our  sins  and  shame : 

From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 

May  we  rest  this  day  in  Thee. 
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Here  we're  come,  Thy  name  to  praise ; 

Let  us  feel  Thy  presence  near ; 
May  Thy  glory  meet  our  eyes. 

While  we  in  Thy  house  appear : 
Here  afford  us.  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

May  the  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints  ; 

Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 
Bring  relief  for  all  complaints  : 

Thus  Jet  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 

Till  we  join  the  Church  above. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

LISCHER.    H.  M. 


F.  SCHNEIDER. 
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1  Awake,  ye  saints,  awake  I 

And  hail  this  sacred  day  ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  praise 

Your  humble  homage  pay : 
Come,  bless  the  day  that  God  hath  blest, 
The  type  of  heaven's  eternal  rest. 

2  On  this  auspicious  mom 

The  Lord  of  life  arose ; 
He  burst  the  bars  of  death, 
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And  vanquish'd  all  our  foes  ; 
And  now  he  pleads  our  cause  above, 
And  reaps  the  fruit  of  all  His  love. 

All  hail,  triumphant  Lord  I 
Heaven  with  hosannas  rings. 

And  earth  in  humbler  strains, 
Thy  praise  responsive  sings  ; 

Worthy  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 

Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reign  ! 


THE  LORD'S  DAY. 

EL  PARAN.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 


1  Another  six  days'  work  is  done. 
Another  Sabbath  is  begun  : 
Return  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest, 
Improve  the  day  thy  God  has  blest. 

2  Come,  bless  the  Lord,  whose  love  assigns 
So  sweet  a  rest  to  wearied  minds ; 
Provides  an  antepast  of  heav'n. 

And  gives  this  day  the  food  of  sev'n. 

3  Oh,  that  our  thoughts  and  tlianks  may  rise 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies ; 


And  draw  from  heaven  that  sweet  repose 
Which  none,  but  he  who  feels  it,  knows. 
With  joy,  great  God  !  Thv  works  we  view 
In  various  scenes,  but  old  and  new  ; 
With  praise  we  think  of  mercies  past. 
With  hope  we  future  pleasures  taste. 
In  holy  duties  let  the  day, 
In  holy  pleasures  pass  away  : 
How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus  to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end. 


ARLINGTON.    CM. 


THOS.  A.  ARNE. 
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1  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made , 

He  calls  the  hours  His  own  : 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 
And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  arose  our  glorious  Head, 

And  death's  dread  empire  fell : 
To-day  the  saints  His  triumph  spread 
And  all  its  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna! !  the  anointed  King 

Ascends  His  destined  throne ; 
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To  God  our  grateful  homage  bring. 

And  His  Messiah  own. 
Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  came  to  men 

With  messages  of  grace ; 
Who  came  in  God  His  Father's  name 

To  save  our  sinful  race. 
Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 

The  Church  on  earth  can  raise ! 
The  highest  heavens  in  which  He  reigns, 

Shall  give  Him  nobler  praise, 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

THATCHER.    S.  M. 


G.  F.  HANDEL. 
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1  Lord,  in  this  sacred  hour 

Within  Thy  courts  we  bend, 
And  bless  Thy  love,  and  own  Thy  power, 
Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

2  But  Thou  art  not  alone 

In  courts  by  mortals  trod  ; 
Nor  only  is  the  day  Thine  own 
When  man  draws  near  to  God. 


3  Thy  temple  is  the  arch 

Of  yon  unmeasured  sky  ; 
Thy  Sabbath,  tlic  stupendous  march 
Of  Thine  eternity. 

4  Lord,  may  that  holier  day 

Dawn  on  Thy  servants'  sight  ; 
And  purer  worehip  may  wc  pay 
In  heaven's  unclouded  light. 


MENDEBRAS.    7s,  6s.    D, 


L.  MASON. 


1  O  day  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright; 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly. 

Bending  before  the  throne, 
Sing,  Holy,  Holv,  Holy, 

To  the  Great  Three  in  One. 

2  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
To  holy  convocations 
The  silver  trumpet  calls. 
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Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 
New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest. 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest : 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises. 

To  Father  and  to  Son ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 


THE  LORD'S  DAY. 

LOWELL.    L.  M. 
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1  Lord  of  tlie  Sabbath  I  hear  our  vows 
On  this  Thy  day,  in  this  Thy  house; 
And  own  as  grateful  sacrifice 

The  songs  wliicli  from  Tiiy  Church  arise. 

2  Thine  earthly  sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love; 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above : 

Thy  servants  to  that  rest  aspire 
Wfth  ardent  hope  and  strong  desire. 

3  There  languor  shall  no  more  oppress ; 
The  heart  shall  feel  no  more  distress ; 


No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
That  dwell  upon  immortal  tongues. 

No  gloomy  cares  shall  there  annoy, 
No  conscious  guilt  disturb  our  joy : 
But  ev'ry  doubt  and  fear  shall  cease, 
And  perfect  love  givp  perfect  peace. 

When  shall  that  glorious  day  begin. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  death  or  sin  ; 
Whose  sun  shall  never  more  decline 
But  with  unfading  lustre  shine! 
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STONEFIELD.    L.  M. 


S.  STANLEY. 
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1  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King ! 
To  praise  Thy  name,  give  thanks  and  sing ; 
To  show  Thy  love  bv  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  Thy*  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest : 
No  mortal  care  shall  fill  my  breast ; 
My  heart  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
And  bless  His  works,  and  bless  His  word. 
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And  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  has  well  refined  my  heart, 
When  doubts  and  fears  no  more  remain 
To  break  my  inward  peace  again. 

Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wish'd  below ; 
And  ev'ry  power  ftivd^'^q^oX  cvk^o^ 
In  that  eteruaX  -woxY^  oi  '^o^ . 


PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

M  O R  N I N  GTO N .    S.  M .  earl  mornington. 


1  Sweet  is  the  work,  0  Lord, 

Thy  glorious  acts  to  sing, 
To  praise  Thy  name,  and  hear  Thy  word. 
And  grateful  offerings  bring. 

2  Sweet,  at  the  dawning  light, 

Thy  boundless  love  to  tell ; 
And,  when  approach  the  shades  of  night, 
Still  on  the  theme  to  dwell. 


3  Sweet,  on  this  day  of  rest, 

To  join  in  heart  and  voice 
With  those  who  love  and  serve  Thee  best, 
And  in  Thy  name  rejoice, 

4  To  songs  of  praise  and  joy 

Be  every  Sabbath  given. 
That  such  may  be  our  blest  employ 
Eternally  in  heaven. 


PETERBOROUGH.    C.  M.       r.  harrison. 
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1  Frequent  the  day  of  God  returns. 

To  shed  its  quick'ning  beams ; 
And  yet  how  slow  devotion  burns. 
How  languid  are  its  flames. 

2  Accept  our  faint  attempts  to  love ; 

Our  frailties.  Lord,  forgive : 
We  would  be  like  Thy  saints  above, 
And  praise  Thee  while  we  live. 
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3  Increase,  0  Lord,  our  faith  and  hope. 

And  fit  us  to  ascend 
Where  the  assembly  ne'er  breaks  up, 
The  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  end ; 

4  Where  we  shall  breathe  in  heavenly  air, 

With  heavenly  lustre  shine ; 
Before  the  throne  of  God  appear, 
And  feast  on  love  divine. 
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ROLLAND.    L.  M. 


WM.  B.  BRAD  BUR?. 


1  How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair, 

0  Lord  of  Hosts,  Thy  dwellings  are ! 
With  long  desire  my  spirit  faints 
To  meet  th'  assemblies  of  Thy  saints. 

2  My  flesh  would  rest  in  Thine  abode; 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God : 
My  God !  my  King !  why  should  I  be 
So  far  from  all  my  joy  and  Thee ! 

3  Blest  are  the  saints,  w^ho  sit  on  high, 
Around  Thy  throne  above  the  sky : 


Thy  brightest  glories  shine  above, 
And  all  their  work  is  praise  and  love. 

4  Blest  are  the  souls,  who  find  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  Thy  grace ; 
There  they  behold  Thy  gentler  rays. 
And  seek  Thy  face,  and  learn  Thy  praise. 

6  Blest  are  the  men  whose  hearts  are  set 
To  find  the  way  to  Ziou's  gate : 
God  is  their  strength ;  and  through  the  road 
They  lean  upon  their  helper,  God. 
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1  Early,  my  God,  without  delay, 

I  haste  to  seek  Thy  face ; 
My  thirsty  spirit  faints  away, 
Without  Thy  cheering  grace. 

2  I've  seen  Thy  glory  and  Thy  power 

Through  all  Thy  temple  shine : 
My  God,  repeat  that  heavenly  hour, 
That  vision  so  divine. 
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Not  all  the  blessings  of  a  feast 
Can  please  my  soul  so  well, 

As  when  Thy  richer  grace  I  taste. 
And  in  Thy  presence  dwell. 

Not  life  itself,  with  all  its  joys. 
Can  my  best  passions  move. 

Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerf\il  ^Qvca^ 


PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

ZEBULON.    H.  M. 
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1  Lord  of  the  worlds  aboye, 

How  pleasant  and  how  fair 
The  dwellings  of  Thy  love. 
Thine  earthly  temples  are  I 
To  Thine  abode 
My  heart  aspires, 
With  wami  desires 
To  see  my  God. 

2  Oh,  happy  souls  that  praj' 

Where  God  appoints  to  hear! 
Oh,  happy  men  tliat  pay 
Their  constant  service  there  I 
They  praise  Thee  still  I 
And  happy  they, 
Who  love  the  way 
To  Zion's  hill. 

3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 

Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 
Till  each  in  heaven  appears : 
.  O  glorious  seat. 
When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring 
Our  willing  feet  * 
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DELIGHT  IN  WORSHIP. 

GRATITUDE.    L.  M. 


A.  BOST. 


1  How  lovely,  how  divinely  sweet, 

0  Lord,  Thy  sacred  courts  appear ! 

Fain  would  my  longing  passions  meet 

The  glories  of  Thy  presence  there. 

2  Oh,  blest  the  men,  blest  their  employ. 

Whom  Thine  indulgent  favors  raise 
To  dwell  in  those  abodes  of  joy, 
And  sing  Thy  never-ceasing  praise. 

3  One  day  within  Thy  sacred  gate 

Affords  more  real  joy  to  me 


Than  thousands  in  the  tents  of  state ; 
The  meanest  place  is  bliss  with  Thee. 

4  Grod  is  a  sun :  our  brightest  day 

From  His  reviving  presence  flows ; 
Grod  is  a  shield  through  all  the  way. 
To  guard  us  from  surrounding  foes. 

5  0  Lord  of  hosts,  Thou  God  of  grace. 

How  blest,  divinely  blest,  is  he 
Who  trusts  Thy  love  and  seeks  Thy  face, 
And  fixes  all  his  hopes  on  Thee  I 


HEBER-    CM. 


G.  KINGSLEY. 


1  Pain  would  my  soul  with  wonder  trace 

Thy  mercies,  0  my  God ; 
And  tell  the  riches  of  Thv  grace — 
The  merits  of  Thy  blood. 

2  With  Israel's  king,  my  heart  would  cry, 

While  I  review  Thy  ways, 
Tell  me,  mv  Saviour'  who  am  I, 
That  I  should  see  Thy  face? 
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Form'd  by  Thy  hand  and  form'd  for  Thee, 

I  would  be  ever  Thine: 
My  Saviour,  make  my  spirit  free, 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

Fain  would  my  soul  with  rapture  dwell 

On  Thy  redeeming  grace ; 
Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  tell 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise. 


PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

BRATTLE  STREET.    C.  M.  D. 


I.  PLEVEL. 
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1  While  Thee  I  seek,  protecting  power ! 

Be  my  vain  wishes  still'd ; 
And  may  this  consecrated  Iiour 
With  better  liopes  be  fill'd. 

2  Thy  love  the  powers  of  thought  bestow'd; 

To  Thee  my  thoughts  would  soar : 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flow'd ; 
Tliat  mercy  I  adore. 


3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 
Thy  ruling  hand  I  see ! 
JEach  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 
Because  bestow'd  by  Thee. 


4  In  ev'ry  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  ev'ry  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladness  wings  my  favor'd  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill : 
Resign'd,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  Thy  will. 


6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 
The  lowering  storm  shall  see; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear; 
Tha/t  heart  will  rest  on  Thee  I 
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DELIGHT  IN  WORSHIP. 

UXBRIDGE.    L.M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone, 
Let  my  religious  hours  alone : 

Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see ; 
I  wait  a  visit,  Lord,  from  Thee.     . 

2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  desire : 
Come,  my  dear  Jesus,  from  above. 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 


3  Bless'd  Jesus,  what  delicious  fare ! 
How  sweet  Thine  entertainments  are ! 
Never  did  angels  tasce  above 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

4  Hail,  great  Immanuel,  all  divine! 
In  Thee  Thy  Father's  glories  shine; 
Thou  brightest,  sweetest,  fairest  One 
That  eyes  have  seen,  or  angels  known. 
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1  Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet! 
When  the  saints  together  meet. 
When  the  Saviour  is  the  theme, 
When  they  joy  to  sing  of  Him. 

2  Sing  we  then  eternal  love. 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move : 
He  beheld  the  world  undone, 
I^ved  the  world,  and  gave  His  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love; 
How  lie  left  the  realms  above. 
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Took  our  nature  and  our  place, 
Lived  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

Sing  we,  too,  the  Spirit's  love ; 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  He  strove, 
Filled  our  minds  with  grief  and  fear, 
Brought  the  i)recious  Saviour  near. 

Sweet  the  place,  exceeding  sweet. 
Where  the  saints  in  glory  meet ; 
Where  the  Saviour's  still  the  theme. 
Where  they  see  and  sing  of  Him. 
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PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

GALENA.    CM. 
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1  How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 
My  friends  devoutly  say, 
"  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear, 
And  keep  the  solemn  day !  " 


2  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road ; 
The  Church,  adorn 'd  with  grace, 
Stands  like  a  palace  huilt  for  God, 
To  show  His  milder  face. 


3  Peace  be  within  this  sacred  place 
And  joy  a  constant  guest  j 
With  holy  gifts  and  heavenly  grace 
Be  her  attendants  blest. 


4  My  soul  shall  praj'  for  Zion  still, 
While  life  or  breath  remains ; 
Here  my  best  friends,  my  kindred  dwell, 
Here  God,  my  Saviour,  reigns. 
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1  Great  God,  how  infinite  art  Thou ! 

How  frail  and  weak  are  we  I 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow 
And  pay  their  praise  to  Thee. 

2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood, 

Ere  earth  or  heaven  was  made ; 
Thou  art  the  ever-living  God, 
Were  all  the  nations  dead. 

3  Nature  and  time  all  open  lie 

To  Thine  immense  survey. 
From  the  formation  of  the  sky 
To  the  last  awful  day. 


4  Eternity,  with  all  its  years, 

Stanos  present  to  Thy  view ; 
To  Thee  there's  nothing  old  appears, 
To  Thee  there's  nothing  new. 

5  Our  lives  through  various  scenes  are  drawn, 

And  vex*d  with  trifling  cares ; 
While  Thine  eternal  thought  moves  on 
Thhie  undisturbed  affairs.     ' 


6  Great  God.  how  infinite  art  Thou ! 
How  frail  and  weak  are  we ! 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow 
And  pay  their  praise  to  Thee. 
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GOD. 

PILESGROVE.    L.  M. 


N.  MITCHELL. 
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All-powerful,  self-existent  God, 

Who  all  creation  dost  sustain  ! 
Thou  wast,  and  art,  and  art  to  come, 

And  everlasting  is  Thy  reign. 
Fix'd  and  eternal  as  Thy  days. 

Each  glorious  attribute  divine. 
Through  ages  infinite,  shall  still 

With  undiminish'd  lustre  shine. 


Fountain  of  being !  Source  of  good ! 

Immutable  dost  Thou  remain ; 
Nor  can  the  shadow  of  a  change 

Obscure  the  glories  of  Thy  reign. 
Earth  may  with  all  her  powers  dissolve, 

If  such  the  great  Creator's  will ; 
But  Thou  for  ever  art  the  same ; 

'*  I  am  "  is  Thy  memorial  still. 
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Lord,  all  I  am  is  known  to  Tliee ; 

In  vain  my  soul  would  try 
To  shun  Thy  presence,  or  to  flee 

The  notice  of  Thine  eye. 
Thine  all -surrounding  sight  surveys 

My  rising  and  my  rest. 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways, 

And  secrets  of  my  breast. 
My  thoughts  lie  open  to  Thee,  Lord, 

Before  thev're  form'd  within  ; 


And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word 

Thou  know'st  the  sense  1  mean. 
Oh,  wondrous  knowledge,  deep  and  high; 

Where  can  a  creature  hide? 
Within  Thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 

Beset  on  ev'ry  side. 
So  let  Thy  grace  surround  me  stih. 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 
To  guard  my  soul  from  ev'ry  ill, 

Secured  by  so v' reign  love. 
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BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 

TRURO.    L.  M. 


C.  BURNEY. 


1  Lord,  Thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me 

through, 
Thine  eye  commands  with  piercing  view 
My  rising  and  ray  resting  liours. 
My  heart  and  flesh,  with  all  their  powers. 

2  Could  I  so  false,  so  faithless  prove. 
To  quit  Thy  service  and  Thy  love ; 
Where,  Lord,  could  I  Thy  presence  shun, 
Or  from  Thy  dreadful  glory  run  ? 


The  veil  of  night  is  no  disguise, 
No  screen  from  Thine  all-searching  eyes; 
Thy  hand  can  seize  Thy  foes  as  soon 
Through  midnight  shades  as  blazing  noon. 

Oh,  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest  1 
Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 


STONEFIELD.    L.  M. 


S.  STANLEY. 
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1  The  Lord  is  King !  lift  up  thy  voice, 
0  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice  I 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring : 
"The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King!  " 

2  The  Lord  is  King !  who  then  shall  dare 
Resist  His  will,  distrust  His  care? 
Holy  and  true  are  all  His  ways : 

Let  every  creature  speak  His  praise. 


The  Lord  is  King !  exalt  your  strains : 
Ye  saints,  your  God,  your  Father  reigns ; 
One  Ix)rd  one  empire  all  secures : 
He  reigns,  and  life  and  death  are  yours. 

Oh,  when  His  wisdom  can  mistake. 
His  might  decay,  His  love  forsake, 
Then  may  His  children  cease  to  sing, 
"  The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King  I  " 
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1  My  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 
Thy  majesty  how  bright ! 
How  glorious  is  Thy  mercy-seat, 
In  depths  of  burning  light ! 


2  Yet  I  may  love  Tliee  too,  0  Lord, 
Almighty  as  Thou  art ; 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 


3  No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee, 
No  mother  half  so  mild, 
Bears  and  forbears,  as  Thou  hast  done 
With  me,  Thy  sinful  child. 


4  My  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 
Thou  everlasting  Friend  I 
On  Thee  I  stay  my  trusting  heart, 
Till  faith  in  vision  end. 
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BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 

ARIEL.    C.  P.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  My  God,  Thy  boundless  love  I  praise, 
How  bright  on  high  its  glories  blaze, 

How  sweetly  bloom  below ! 
It  streams  from  Thine  eternal  throne ; 
Through  heaven  its  joys  forever  run, 

And  o'er  the  earth  they  flow. 

2  It  robes  in  cheerful  green  the  ground, 
And  pours  its  flower^'-  beauties  round, 

Whose  sweets  perfume  the  gale : 
Its  bounties  richly  spread  the  plain, 
The  blushing  fruit,  the  golden  grain, 

And  smile  on  every  vale. 


3  But  in  Thy  Gospel  see  it  shine. 
With  grace  and  glories  more  divine, 

Proclaiming  sins  forgiven. 
There  faith,  bright  cherub,  points  the  way 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day, 

And  opens  all  her  heaven. 

4  Then  let  the  love  that  makes  me  blest, 
With  cheerful  praise  inspire  my  breast, 

And  ardent  gratitude ; 
And  all  my  thoughts  and  passions  tend 
To  Thee,  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 

My  soul's  eternal  good. 
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GOD. 

STOCKWELL.    8s,  7s. 


D.  E.  JONES. 


il 


rM 


4r 


-r-**- 


± 


I 


^=^ 


:45: 


■^^F=i--^ 


4     *     ^^B^^Ebgz^^3:*_t_f_^^fl 


:+c=ti: 


g 


I 

-i 


I      I 


H 


God  is  love ;  His  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  He  wakes  and  woe  He  lightens ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  His  mercy  waneth  never ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


Even  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth, 

Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove ; 
From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth, 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above : 
Everywhere  His  glory  shineth  ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
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IOSCO.    L.  M. 
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Father  of  heaven,  whose  love  profound 
A  ransom  for  our  souls  has  found, 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  Thy  pard'ning  love  extend. 
Almighty  Son,  incarnate  Word, 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lord, 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  Thy  saving  grace  extend. 
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Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  breath. 
The  soul  is  raised  from  sin  and  death, 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend; 
To  us  Thy  quick' ning  power  extend. 
Jehovah  !  Father,  Spirit,  Son  ! 
Eternal  Godhead,  Tliree  in  One! 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
Grace,  i>ardon,  life  to  us  extend. 


TRDIITY. 

SEIR.    S.  M 


1  Father,  in  Whom  we  live, 

In  Whom  we  are  and  move, 
All  glorv,  power  and  praise  receive 
For  Tiiy  creating  love. 

2  0  Thou  incarnate  Word, 

Let  all  Thy  ransomed  race 
Unite  in  thanks,  with  one  accord, 
For  Thy  redeeming  grace. 


3  Spirit  of  holiness, 

Let  all  Thj'  saints  adore 
Thy  sacred  gifts,  and  join  to  bless 
Thy  heart-renewing  power. 

4  The  grace  on  man  bestow'd. 

Ye  heavenly  choirs,  proclaim, 
And  cry,  *'  Salvation  to  our  Lord ! 
Salvation  to  the  Lamb ! " 
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1  Father  of  glory  I  to  Thy  name 

Immortal  praise  we  give; 
Who  dost  an  act  of  grace  proclaim. 
And  bid  us  rebels  live. 

2  Immortal  honor  to  the  Son 

Who  makes  Thine  anger  cease ; 
Our  lives  He  ransom'd  with  His  own, 
And  died  to  make  our  peace. 
8  To  thine  almighty  Spirit  be 
Immortal  glory  given, 
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Whose  influence  brings  us  near  to  Thee, 

And  trains  us  up  for  heaven. 
4  Let  men,  with  their  united  voice. 

Adore  th'  eternal  God, 
And  spread  his  honors  and  their  joys 

Through  nations  far  abroad. 
6  Let  faith,  and  love,  and  duty  join, 

One  general  song  to  raise ; 
Let  saints  in  earth  and  heaven  combine 

In  harmony  and  j^raise. 
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GOD. 


ITALIAN  HYMN.    6s,  4s.         f.giardini 


1  Come,  Thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise ! 
Father  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days. 

2  Jesus,  our  Lord,*  descend ; 
From  all  our  foes  defend, 

Nor  let  us  fall ; 
Let  Thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made, 
Our  souls  on  Thee  be  stay'd ; 

Lord,  hear  our  call  I 

HENDON. 


Come,  holy  Comforter 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour : 
Thou,  Who  almighty  art 
Now  rule  in  every  heart 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 

Spirit  of  power. 
To  Thee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore ! 
Thy  sov'reign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  sec. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore ! 

C.  MALAN 


To  the  name  of  God  on  high, 

God  of  might  and  majesty, 

God  of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea, 

Blessing,  praise  and  glory  be. 

To  the  name  of  Christ  the  rx)rd. 

Son  of  God,  incarnate  Word, 

Christ,  by  Whom  all  things  were  made. 

Be  an  endless  honor  paid. 
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To  the  Holy  Spirit  be 
Equal  praise  eternally, 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
One  in  name,  in  glory  one. 
Glorious  is  our  Gk)d  the  Lord, 
Praises,  then,  with  one  accord 
To  His  holy  name  be  given, 
By  the  sons  of  earth  and  heaven. 
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1  The  spacious  fipmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 

2  Th*  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

3  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  list'ning  earth 
Repeats  thi  story  of  her  birth : 


4  Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings,  as  they  roll, 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  polo 

6  What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  this  dark  terrestrial  ball — 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found — 

6  In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice. 
Forever  singing  as  they  shine — 
The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine. 
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CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE. 

STEARNDALE.    CM.        l.  o.  emerson. 
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We  sing  th'  almighty  pow'r  of  God 
Who  bade  the  mountains  rise, 

Who  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad. 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

We  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordain'd 

The  sun  to  rule  the  day; 
The  moon  shines  full  at  His  command, 

And  all  the  stars  obey. 

We  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 
Who  fills  the  earth  with  food ; 

Who  form'd  His  creatures  by  a  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 


Lord,  how  Thy  wonders  are  display'd, 
Where'er  we  turn  our  eyes, 

Whether  we  view  the  ground  we  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  skies ! 

There's  not  a  plant  nor  flower  below, 
But  makes  Thy  glories  known : 

A  nd  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  Thy  throne. 

On  Thee  each  moment  we  depend; 

If  Thou  withdraw,  we  die. 
Oh,  may  we  ne'er  that  God  offend, 

Who  is  forever  nigh  ! 


ROCKINGHAM.    L.  M. 


Up  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
The  eternal  hills  beyond  the  skies ; 
Thence  all  her  help  my  soul  derives, 
There  my  almighty  Refuge  lives. 

lie  lives — the  everlasting  God 
That  built  the  wofld,  that  spread  the  flood : 
The  licavens  with  all  their  hosts  He  made. 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 

He  guides  our  feet.  Tie  guards  onr  way ; 
His  morning  smiles  bless  all  the  day : 
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He  spreads  the  evening  veil,  and  keeps 
The  silent  hours,  while  Israel  sleeps. 

Israel,  a  name  divinely  blest, 
May  rise  secure,  securely  rest ; 
Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes 
Admit  no  slumber,  nor  surprise. 

Should  earth  and  hell  with  malice  burnt 
Still  thou  shalt  go,  and  still  return. 
Safe  in  the  Lord ;  His  heavenly  care 
Defends  thy  life  from  ev'ry  snare. 


JProtJtbin^t. 
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ST.  ANN'S.    C.  M. 


W.  CROFT. 


1  Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  lie 

Abased  before  the  Lord  I 
Whate'er  His  powerful  hand  has  form'd 
He  governs  with  a  word. 

2  Ten  thousand  ages  ere  the  skies 

Were  into  motion  brought, 
All  the  long  years  and  worlds  to  come 
Stood  present  to  His  thought. 

3  There's  not  a  sparrow  or  a  worm 

O'erlook'd  in  His  decrees ; 
He  raises  monarchs  to  a  throne, 
Or  sinks  with  equal  ease. 


4  If  li^ht  attend  the  course  I  go, 

'T  IS  He  provides  the  rays ; 
And  'tis  His  hand  that  hides  the  sun. 
If  darkness  cloud  my  days. 

5  Trusting  His  wisdom  and  His  love, 

I  would,  not  wish  to  know 
What  in  the  book  of  His  decrees 
Awaits  me  here  below. 

6  Be  this  alone  my  fervent  prayer, 

Whate'er  my  lot  shall  be, 
Or  joys,  or  sorrows,  may  they  form 
My  soul  for  heaven  and  Thee! 


MARLOW.    CM. 


J.  CHETHAM. 


1  Maker  of  all  things,  mighty  Lord ! 

We  own  Thy  power  divine ; 
The  winds  and  waves  obey  Thy  word. 
For  all  their  strength  is  Thine. 

2  Wide  as  the  wintry  tempests  sweep. 

They  work  Thy'sov'reign  will; 
Thy  voice  is  heard  upon  the  deep, 
And  all  its  waves  are  still. 
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When  dangers  threat  in  every  form, 

And  death  itself  is  near; 
0  God,  amidst  the  raging  storm, 

We  're  safe  beneath  Thy  care. 
With  trembling  hope  on  Thee  we  stay 

To  rescue  from  the  grave ; 
Thou,  whom  the  elements  obeY^ 

Art  ever  tveai  \a  ^^n^. 


CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE. 

MILTON.    L.  M.    6  lines. 
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1  The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye^; 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary,  wand'ring  steps  He  leads, 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow. 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 


3  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  stray. 
Thy  goodness  shall  my  pains  beguile, 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile. 
With  sudden  green  and  herbage  crown'd, 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 

4  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread, 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill, 
For  Thou,  0  Lord,  art  with  me  still  ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  rue  through  the  dreadful  shade. 
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PROVIDENCE. 


SHEPHERD.    S.  M. 


W.  L.  REMSBERG. 
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1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is ; 

I  shall  be  well  supplied : 
Since  He  is  mine,  and  I  am  His, 
What  can  I  want  beside? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 
Where  living  Waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  doWs» 

S  ^f  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me,  in  His  own  right  way, 
For  His  most  holy  nan^e. 

7 


4  While  He  affords  His  aid, 
I  cannot  yield  to  fear ; 

Tho'  1  should  walk  thro'death's  dark  shade, 
My  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  In  sight  of  all  my  foes, 
Thou  dost  my  table  spread ; 

My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  Thy  love 
Shall  crown  my  future  days; 

Nor  from  Thy  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  ai^esiVL  TVvj  v^^-^aa. 
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CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE. 

GENEVA.       C.  M. 
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1  When  all  Thy  mercies,  0  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  Unnumber'd  comforts  on  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestow'd, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flow'd. 


3  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 
With  heedless  steps  1  ran, 
Thine  arm.  unseen,  convey'd  me  safe, 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 


4  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

5  Through  ev'ry  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue ; 
And  after  death,  in  aistant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

6  Through  all  eternity,  to  Thee 

A  grateful  sonp:  I'll  raise  ; 
But  oh,  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  Thy  praise. 
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PROVIDENCE. 

HERMON.    CM. 


L.  MASON. 


It. tr    'f'  d  •   •#>■**■ 


1  Gk)d  moves  in  a  mysterioas  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 
And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints  I  fresh  courage  take : 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  full  of  mercy,  and  will  break 
In  biess^ings  on  your  head. 


4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace ; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 

Unfolding  ev'ry  hour; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, . 

And  scan  His  work  in  vain, 
God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 


BOYNTON.    CM 


C.  MALAN, 


Thy  way,  0  God,  is  in  the  sea, 

Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace. 
Nor  comprehend  the  mystery 

Of  Thine  unbounded  grace. 
Here  the  dark  veils  of  flesh  and  sense 

My  captive  soul  surround ; 
Mysterious  deeps  of  providence 

My  wandering  thoughts  confound. 
As  through  a  glass,  I  dimly  see 

The  wonders  of  Thy  love. 
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How  little  do  I  know  of  Thee, 

Or  of  the  joys  above  I 
*Tis  but  in  part  I  know  Thy  will, 

I  bless  Thee  for  the  sight ; 
When  will  Thy  love  the  rest  reveal 

In  glory's  clearer  light  ? 
With  raptures  shall  I  then  survey 

Thy  providence  and  grace ; 
And  spend  an  everlasting  day 

In  wonder,  lov^  a.wd'^'CA^'^ 
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CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE. 
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1  Thy  ways,  0  Lord !  with  wise  design, 

Are  framed  upon  Thy  throne  above, 
And  ev'ry  dark  and  bending  line 
Meets  in  the  centre  of  Thy  love. 

2  With  feeble  light,  and  half  obscure, 

Poor  mortals  Thine  arrangements  view ; 
Not  knowing  that  the  least  are  sure. 
And  the  mysterious  just  and  true. 

3  Thy  flock,  Thine  own  peculiar  care, 

Though  now  they  seem  to  roam  uneyed, 
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Are  led  or  driven  only  where 
They  best  and  safest  may  abide. 

They  neither  know  nor  trace  the  way : 
But  while  they  trust  Thy  guardian  eye, 

Their  feet  shall  ne'er  to  ruin  stra^, 
Nor  shall  the  weakest  fail  or  die. 

My  favor'd  soul  shall  meekly  learn 
To  lay  her  reason  at  Thy  tlirone ; 

Too  weak  Thy  secrets  to  discern, 
I'll  trust  Thee  for  my  guide  alone. 
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PROVIDENCE. 

INGRAM  AM.    CM.    6  lines,    g.  w.  foster. 
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1  Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Is  portion'd  out  by  Thee ; 
The  changes  that  will  surely  come 

I  do  not  fear  to  see : 
I  ask  Thee  for  a  present  mind, 

Intent  on  pleasing  Thee. 

2  I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 

Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles. 

And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 
A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself, 

To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Tliat  seeks  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  thing  to  know : 
1  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go. 


4  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am. 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts, 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
A  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  Him  on  whom  I  wait. 

5  I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength. 

To  none  that  ask  denied, 
A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space. 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

6  And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask. 

Among  my  blessings  be, 
I'd  have  my  spirit  fiU'd  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  Thee ; 
More  careful,  not  to  serve  Thee  much^ 

But  please  TYiee  ^etfecW^ . 
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CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE. 

WARD.    L.  M. 


Arr.  L.  MASON. 


1  God  is  the  refage  of  His  saints, 

When  storms  of  deep  distress  invade, 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  Him  present  with  His  aid. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  hurl'd 

Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there ; 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world : 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 


3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 

In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide; 
While  every  nation,  every  shore 
Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

4  'Midst  storms  and  tempests,  Lord,Thy  word 

Does  every  rising  fear  control ; 
Sweet  peace  Thy  promises  afford. 
And  well  sustain  the  fainting  soul. 


SWANWICK.    CM. 


J.  LUCAS. 
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How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord ! 

How  sure  is  their  defence ! 
Eternal  Wisdom  is  their  guide. 

Their  help  Omnipotence. 
In  foreign  realms  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  Thy  care, 
rhey  pass  unhurt  through  burning  climes, 

Ana  breathe  in  tainted  air. 
Though  by  the  dreadful  tempest  toss'd 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
They  know  Thou  art  not  slow  to  hear. 

Nor  impotent  to  save.  * 
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The  storm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire, 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ; 
The  sea,  that  roars  at  Thy  command, 

At  Thy  command  is  still. 
In  midst  of  dangers,  fears  and  deaths. 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore; 
And  praise  Thee  for  Thy  mercies  past. 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 
My  life,  while  Thou  nreserv'st  my  life, 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  oe ; 
And  oh !  may  death,  when  death  shall  come^ 

Unite  my 'soul  to  Thee. 


PROVIDENCE. 

GREENWOOD.    S.  M. 


J.  E.  SWEETSER. 


1  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears ; 

Hope,  and  be  undismayed : 
God  hears  th3r  sighs,  and  counts  thy  tears, 
And  shall  lift  up  thy  h^ui. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms, 

He  gently  clears  thy  way ; 
Wait  Thou  His  time,  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 
8  What  though  thou  rulest  not? 
Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell 


Proclaim,  God  sitteth  on  the  throne. 

And  ruleth  all  things  well. 
Thine  everlasting  truth. 

Father,  Thy  ceaseless  love 
Sees  all  Thy  children's  wants,  and  knows 

What  best  for  each  will  prove. 
Let  us  in  life,  in  death, 

Thy  steadfast  truth  declare ; 
And  publish,  with  our  latest  breath, 

Thy  love  and  guardian  care. 


HUMMEL.    CM. 


C.  ZEUNER. 
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1  Ye  trembling  souls !  dismiss  your  fears ; 

Be  mercy  all  your  theme ; 
Mercy,  which  like  a  river  flows 
In  one  continued  stream. 

2  Fear  not  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell, 

God  will  these  powers  restrain  ; 
His  mighty  arm  their  rage  repel. 
And  make  their  efforts  vain. 
8  Fear  not  the  want  of  outward  good : 
He  still  for  His  provides, 
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Grants  them  supplies  of  daily  food, 

And  gives  them  heaven  besides. 
Fear  not  that  He  will  e'er  forsake, 

Or  leave  His  work  undone; 
He's  faithful  to  His  promises, 

And  faithful  to  His  Son. 
Fear  not  the  terrors  of  the  grave. 

Nor  death's  tremendous  sting : 
He  will  from  endless  wrath  preserve^ 

To  eiid\e9»  gVoT^  \ifvxv%. 


CREATION  AND  PEOVIDENCE. 

HADDAM.    H.  M. 
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1  To  God  I  lift  mine  eyes 

From  Him  is  all  mine  aid; 
The  God  who  built  the  skies, 
And  earth's  foundations  laid. 

God  is  the  tower 
To  which  I  fly  : 
His  grace  is  nigh 
In  every  hour. 


2  My  feet  shall  never  slide 
Or  fall  in  fatal  snares ; 
Since  God,  my  guard  and  guide, 
Defends  me  from  mj^  fears. 


Those  wakeful  eyes 
That  never  sleep, 
His  children  keep 

When  dangers  rise. 


3  No  burning  heats  by  day, 
Nor  blasts  of  evening  air, 
Shall  take  my  health  away, 
If  God  be  with  me  there. 

Thou  art  my  sun, 
And  Thou  my  shade, 
To  guard  my  head 
By  night  or  noon. 
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MIGDQL.    L.M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Awake,  our  souls,  away,  our  fears, 

Let  every  trembling  thought  be  gone ; 
Awake  and  run  the  heavenly  race, 
And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on. 

2  True,  'tis  a  straight  and  thorny  road. 

And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint ; 
But  they  forget  the  mighty  ^od. 
Who  feeds  the  strength  of  every  saint. 

3  The  mighty  God,  Whose  matchless  power 

Is  ever  new  and  ever  young. 
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Shall  firm  endure  while  eh^ess  years 

Their  everlasting  circles  run. 
From  Thee,  the  ever-flowing  spring, 

Our  souls  shall  drink  a  fresh  supply ; 
While  suclf  as  trust  their  native  strength, 

Shall  melt  away,  and  droop  and  die. 
Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air 

We'll  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode ; 
On  wings  of  love  our  soul  shall  fly, 

Nor  tire  amid  the  heavenly  road. 


EVAN.    CM. 


W.  H.  HAVERGAL. 


1  0  God  of  Jacob,  by  whose  hand 

Thy  people  still  are  fed  ; 
Who,  through  this  weary  pilgrimage. 
Hast  all  our  fathers  led ! 

2  To  Thee  our  humble  vows  we  raise. 

To  Thee  address  our  prayer ; 
And  in  Thy  kind  and  faithful  breast 
Deposit  all  our  care. 

3  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 

Our  wandering  footsteps  guide ; 


106 


Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread 

And  raiment  ifit  provide. 
Go,  spread  Thy  covering  wings  around. 

Till  all  our  wanderings  cease. 
And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode 

Our  souls  arrive  in  peaqe  I 
To  Thee,  as  to  our  cov'nant  God, 

We'll  our  whole  selves  resign  ; 
And  thankful  own  thai  all  we  are, 

And  all  'sje  Y\ave,  \&T\v\T^fe. 


CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE. 

ST.  MARTIN'S.    C.  M. 
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1  Shine  on  our  souls,  eternal  God  I 
With  rays  of  mercy  shine : 
Oh,  let  Thy  favor  crown  our  days, 
And  tlieir  whole  course  be  Thine. 


2  Did  we  not  raise  our  hands  to  Thee, 
Our  hands  might  toil  in  vain : 
Small  joy  success  itself  could  give, 
If  Tnou  Thy  love  restrain. 


3  'Tis  ours  the  fjirrows  to  prepare, 
And  sow  the  precious  grain ; 


'Tis  Thine  to  give  the  sun  and  air. 
And  to  command  the  rain. 


4  With  Thee  let  every  week  begin. 
With  Thee  each  day  be  spent. 
For  Thee  each  fleeting  hour  improved, 
Since  each  by  Thee  is  lent. 


5  Thus  cheer  us  through  this  toilsome  road 
Till  all  our  labors  cease; 
And  thus  prepare  our  weary  souls 
For  everlasting  peace. 
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THE  FALL  AND  SIN  OF  MAN. 


TYNDAL.    CM. 
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1  Lord,  I  would  spread  my  sore  distress 

And  guilt  before  Thine  eyes ; 
Against  Thy  laws,  against  Thy  grace, 
How  high  my  crimes  arise  1 

2  I  from  the  stock  of  Adam  came. 

Unholy  and  unclean ; 
All  my  original  is  shame. 
And  all  my  nature  sin. 
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3  Cleanse  me,  0  Lord,  and  cheer  my  soul 

With  Thy  forgiving  love ; 
Oh,  make  my  broken  spirit  whole, 
And  bid  my  pains  remove. 

4  Let  not  Thy  Spirit  e'er  depart, 

Nor  drive  me  from  Thy  face ; 
Create  anew  my  sinful  heart. 
And  fill  it  with  Thy  grace. 


THE  FALL  AND  SIN  OP  MAN. 

FOREST.    L.  M. 


tf 


Pt 


I 


t=t 


i 


i 


l 


I 


jzjin 
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1  Deep  in  the  dust  before  Thy  throne, 
Our  guilt  and  our  disgrace  we  own  ; 
Great  God !  we  own  tn'  unhappy  name 
Whence  sprung  our  nature  and  our  shame. 


2  But  whilst  our  spirits,  tilled  with  awe, 
Behold  the  terrors  of  Thy  law, 
We  sing  the  honors  of  Thy  grace, 
That  sent  to  save  our  ruined  race. 


3  We  sing  Thine  everlasting  Son ; 
Who  join'd  our  nature  to  His  own , 
The  second  Adam,  from  the  dust, 
Raises  the  ruins  of  the  first. 


4  Where  sin  did  reign,  and  death  abound. 
There  have  the  sons  of  Adam  found 
Abounding  life;  there  glorious  grace 
Beigns  through  the  Lord,  our  righteousness. 
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THE  FALL  AND  SIN  OF  MAN. 

WELTON.    L.  M. 
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1  Buried  in  shadows  of  the  night, 
We  lie  till  Christ  restores  the  light ; 
Wisdom  descends  to  heal  the  blind, 
And  chose  the  dafKness  of  the  mind. 


2  Our  very  frame  is  mix'd  with  sin ; 
His  Spirit  makes  our  nature  clean ; 
Such  virtues  from  His  suff 'rings  flow, 
At  once  to  cleanse  and  pardon  too. 


3  Jesus  beholds  where  Satan  reigns, 
Binding  his  slaves  in  heavy  chains ; 
He  sets  the  prisoners  free,  and  breaks 
The  iron  bondage  from  our  necks. 


4  Poor,  helpless  Worms  in  Thee  possess 
Grace,  wisdom,  power  and  righteousness ; 
Thou  art  our  mighty  all,  ana  we 
Give  our  Whole  selyca,^  0  liQt^^V^TVvfefc. 
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THE  FALL  AND  SIN  OF  MAN. 

PETERBOROUGH.    CM. 


R.  HARRISON. 
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1  Sin  has  a  thousand  treacherous  arts 

To  practise  on  the  mind ; 
With  flatt'ring  looks  she  tempts  our  hearts, 
But  leaves  a  sting  behind. 

2  With  names  of  virtue  she  deceives 

The  aged  and  the  young ; 
And  while  the  heedless  wretch  believes, 
She  makes  his  fetters  strong. 


3  She  pleads  for  all  the  joys  she  brings, 

And  gives  a  fair  pretence ; 
But  cheats  the  soul  of  heavenly  things, 
And  chains  it  down  to  sense. 

4  So  on  a  tree  divinely  fair 

Grew  the  forbidden  food ; 
Our  mother  took  the  poison  there, 
And  tainted  all  her  blood. 


ROCKINGHAM.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Lord,  what  a  thoughtless  wretch  was  I, 

To  mourn,  and  murmur,  and  repine 
To  see  the  wicked  placed  on  high, 
In  pride  and  robes  of  honor  shine! 

2  But,  oh,  their  end,  their  dreadful  end  I 

Thy  sanctuary  taught  me  so : 
On  siipp'ry  rocks  I  see  them  stand, 
Ana  fiery  billows  roll  below. 
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3  Their  fancied  joys,  how  fast  they  flee  I 

Like  dreams,  as  fleeting  and  as  vain, 
Their  songs  of  softest  harmony 
Are  but  a  prelude  to  their  pain. 

4  Now  I  esteem  their  mirth  and  wine 

Too  dear  to  purchase  with  my  blood ; 
Lord,  't  is  enough  that  Thou  art  mine. 
My  life,  my  portion  and  my  God. 
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GRACE  AND  REDEMPTION. 
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1  Amazing  grace  I — how  sweet  the  sound- 

That  saved  a  soul  like  me  I 
I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found, 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

2  'Twas  grace  that  taught  mv  heart  to  fear, 

'Twas  grace  my  fears  relieved ; 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  I  first  believed ! 


3  Full  many  a  danger,  toil,  and  snare 

My  soui  has  overcome ; 
*Tis  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus  far. 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

4  And  when  this  flesh  and  heart  sliall  fail, 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
I  shall  possess  within  the  veil 
A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 
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GRACE  AND  REDEMPTION. 

LUTHER.    S.  M. 


T,  HASTINGS. 
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1  Grace  I  'tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  eiir ; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound. 
Arid  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  the  way 

To  save  rebellious  man  ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  led  mv  roving  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

THATCHER 


And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 

While  pressing  on  to  God. 
Grace  taught  my  soul  to  pray, 

And  made  my  eyes  o'erflow  : 
*T  was  grace  which  kept  me  to  this  day, 

And  will  not  let  me  go. 
Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone. 

And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

.      S.  M.  G.  F.  HANDEL. 
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1  Raise  your  triumphant  songs 

To  an  immortal  tune ; 
Let  the  wide  earth  resound  the  deeds 
Celestial  grace  has  done. 

2  Sing  how  eternal  love 

Its  chief  Beloved  chose, 
And  badft  Him  raise  our  wretched  race 
From  their  abyss  of  woes. 

3  His  hand  no  thunder  bears, 

No  terror  clothes  His  brow ; 
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No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  souls 

To  fiercer  flames  below. 
'T  was  mercy  fill'd  the  throne, 

No  wrath  stood  fi*owning  by, 
When  Christ  was  sent  with  pardon  down 

To  rebels  doom'd  to  die. 
Now,  sinners,  dry  your  tears ; 

Let  hopeless  sorrow  cease ; 
Bow  to  the  sceptre  of  His  love 

And  take  the  offered  peace. 


ITS  SOURCE-GOD»S  LOVE.  * 

ATONEMENT.    8s,  7s,  4s.    l.  o.  emerson. 
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1  Every  fallen  soul,  by  sinning, 
Merits  everlasting  pain ; 
But  Thy  love,  without  beginning. 
Has  redeem' d  the  world  again  : 

Countless  millions 
Shall  in  life,  through  Jesus  reign. 

2  Pause,  ray  soul,  adore  and  wonder : 
Ask,  "  Oh,  why  such  love  to  me? ' 
Grace  hath  put  me  in  the  number 
Of  the  Saviour's  family : 

Hallelujah  I 
Thanks,  eternal  thanks  to  Thee ! 


3  Since  that  love  had  no  beginning, 
And  shall  never,  never  cease ; 
Keep,  oh.  keep  me,  Lord,  from  sinning; 
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Guide  me  in  the  way  of  peace : 

Make  me  walk  in 
All  the  paths  of  holiness. 

"When  I  quit  this  feeble  mansion, 
And  my  soul  returns  to  Thee, 

Let  the  power  of  Thy  ascension 
Manifest  itself  in  me ; 
Through  Thy  Spirit 
Give  the  final  victory. 

When  the  angel  sounds  the  trumpet ; 

When  my  soul  and  body  join ; 
When  my  Saviour  comes  to  judgment, 

Bright  in  majesty  divine, 
Let  me  triumph 

In  Thy  righteousness  as  mine. 


ailACE  AND  REDEMPTION. 

DELIGHT.    Us,  8s. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


1  In  songs  of  sublime  adoration  and  praise, 

Ye  pilgrims  for  Zion  who  press,    [Days, 
Break  forth  and  extol  the  great  Ancient  of 
His  rich  and  unmerited  grace. 

2  His  love,  from  eternity,  burn'd  for  our  race. 

Broke  forth  and  discover'd  its  flame ; 
And  now  with  the  cords  of  His  kindness 
He  draws, 
And  brings  us  to  love  His  great  name. 

3  Oh,  had  he  not  pitied  the  state  we  were  in. 

Out  bosoms  His  love  had  nc'oi  felt : 
We  all  would  have  lived,  would  have  died 
too  in  sin. 
And  sunk  with  the  load  of  our  guilt.* 


4  What  was  there  in  man  that  could  merit 

esteem. 
Or  give  the  Creator  delight?  [sing, 

'Twas  "  even  so.  Father,"  we  ever  must 
Because  it  seems  good  in  Thy  sight,  [pear, 

5  Urged  on  by  His  grace,  did  the  Saviour  ap- 

The  bearer  of  help  from  above :       [neat 
Now  all  who  are  thirsting  may  freely  draw 
And  drink  in  the  streams  of  His  love. 
G  Then  give  all  the  glory  to  His  holy  name, 
To  Him  all  the  glory  belongs ; 
Be  ours  the  high  joys  still  to  sound  forth 
His  fame. 
And  crown  Him  in  each  of  our  songs. 


YOAKLEY.    L.  M. 


W.  YOAKLEY. 


love!  beyond  conception  great. 

That  forniM  the  vast,  stupendous  plan  I 
Where  all  divine  perfections  meet 

To  reconcile  rebellious  man? 
There  wisdom  shines  in  fullest  blaze, 

And  justice  all  her  rights  maintains : 
Astonish'd  angels  stoop  to  gaze. 

While  mercy  o'er  the  guilty  reigns. 
Yes,  mercy  reigns,  and  justice  too — 

In  Christ  harrhoniously  they  meet : 
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He  paid  to  justice  all  her  due. 

And  now  He  fills  the  mercy-seat. 
Such  are  the  wonders  of  our  God,        ^^ 

And  such  th'  amazing  depths  of  grao^^ 
To  save  from  wrath's  vindicfive  rod 

The  sons  of  Adam's  fallen  race. 
With  grateful  songs  then  let  our  souls 

Surround  our  gracious  Father's  thron* 
And  all  between  the  distant  poles 

His  truth  and  mercy  ever  own. 
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ITS  SOURCE— GOD'S  LOVE. 

LEBANON.    S.  M.D. 


J.  ZUNDEL. 
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1 1  was  a  wand'ring  sheep, 
1  did  not  love  the  fold, 
1  (lid  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

1  would  not  be  control  I'd  : 
1  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home, 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice 
1  loved  afar  to  roam. 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep. 

The  Father  sought  His  child, 
Hefollow'd  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild ; 
flefound  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famish'd,  and  faint,  and  lone; 
'ie bound  me  with  the  biands  of  love, 

«e  saved  the  wand'ring  one. 


3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul, 
'Twas  He  that  wash'd  me  in  His  blood, 

'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole ; 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wand'ring  sheep, 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold — 

'Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 

4  No  more  a  wand'ring  sheep, 

I  love  to  be  controll'd, 
I  love  my  tender  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love  the  peaceful  fold : 
No  more  a  wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam, 
I  love  my  Heavenly  Father's  voice — 

I  love,  I  love  His  home. 
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GRACE  AND  REDEMPTION. 

MONSON.    CM. 
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1  All  that  I  was,  my  sin,  my  guilt, 
My  death,  was  all  my  own : 
All  that  I  am  I  owe  to  Thee, 
My  gracious  God,  alone. 


2  The  evil  of  my  former  state 
Was  mine,  and  only  mine : 
The  good  in  which  I  now  rejoice 
Is  Thine,  and  only  Thine. 


3  The  darkness  of  my  former  state, 
The  bondage — all  was  mine : 
The  light  of  life  in  which  I  walk, 
The  liberty— is  Thine. 


4  Thy  grace  first  made  me  feel  my  sin, 
And  taught  me  to  believe  : 
Then,  in  believing,  peace  I  found, 
And  now,  I  live,  I  live  I 


6  All  that  I  am  e'en  here  on  earth. 
All  that  1  hope  to  be 
When  Jesus  comes  and  glory  dawns — 
I  owe  it,  Lord,  to  Thee. 
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ITS  SOURCE— GOD'S  LOVE. 

ST.  MARTIN'S.    C.  M. 
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1  Father,  how  wide  Thy  glory  shines  I 

How  high  Thy  wonders  rise! 
Known  thro'  the  earth  by  thousand  signs, 
By  thousands  through  the  skies. 

2  Those  mighty  orbs  proclaim  Thy  power, 

Aneir  motions  speak  Thy  skill, 
And  on  the  wings  of  ev'rv  hour 
we  read  Thy  patience  still. 

'  %"  sinners  break  the  Father's  law, 
■^^yaymg  Sou  atones; 
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Oh,  the  dear  mysteries  of  His  cross ! 
The  triumph  of  His  groans ! 

Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Adorn  the  heavenly  plains ; 

Sweet  cherubs  learn  immanuel's  name. 
And  try  their  choicest  strains. 

Oh,  may  I  bear  some  humble  part 

In  that  immortal  song! 
Wonder  and  joy  ahaW  tvvcv^  xo^  \iea^^ 

And  love  comixiaiv^  T£i>j  \,oxv%\3l^. 
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GRACE  AND  REDEMPTION. 

AZMON.    CM. 
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1  Salvation,  oh,  the  joyful  sound  I 
'Tis  music  to  our  ears ; 
A  sov'reign  balm  for  ev'ry  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 


2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 
At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay : 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 


3  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around ; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 


4  Salvation!  0  Thou  bleeding  Lamb, 
To  Thee  the  praise  belongs : 
Our  hearts  shall  kindle  at  Thy  name. 
Thy  name  inspire  our  songs. 
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HIS  PERSON  AND  CHARACTER. 


WARE.    L.M. 
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1  Ere  the  blue  heavens  were  stretch 'd  abroad, 

From  everlasting  was  the  Word; 
with  God  He  was ;  the  Word  was  God, 
And  must  divinely  be  adoTed. 

2  By  His  own  power  were  all  things  made ; 

By  Him  supported  all  things  stand : 
He  is  the  whole  creation's  Head, 
And  angels  fly  at  His  command. 


mV^LHe  leaves  those  heavenly  forms, 
The  Word  descends  and  dwells  in  clay, 
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That  He  may  converse  hold  with  worms, 
Drest  in  siich  feeble  flesh  as  tbey. 

Mortals  with  joy^  beheld  His  face, 
Th'  eternal  Father's  only  Son  ; 

How  full  of  truth  I  how  full  of  grace  I 
When  thro'  His  form  the  Godhead  sh.onel 

Archangels  leave  their  high  abode, 
To  learn  new  mysteries  here,  and  tell     ' 

The  love  of  our  d^cending  God, 
The  glories  of  lia.Ti\axi\3Lfe\. 


CHBIST. 

WOODSTOCK.    CM. 


D.  DUTTON. 
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1  Hosanna  to  the  roy^aV  Son 

Of  David's  ancient  line, 
His  natures  two,  His  person  one, 
Mysterious  and  divine. 

2  The  root  of  David,  here  we  find, 

And  offspring  is  the  same ; 
Eternity  and  time  are  join'd 
In  our  Immanuers  name. 


3  Blest  He  that  conies  to  wretched  men 

With  peaceful  news  from  heaven ; 
Hosannas  of  the  highest  strain 
To  Christ  the  Lord  be  given. 

4  Let  mortals  ne'er  refuse  to  take 

Th'  hosanna  on  their  tongues. 
Lest  rocks  and  stones  should  rise,  and  break 
Their  silence  into  songs. 


CHRISTMAS.    CM. 


C.  F.  HANDEL. 
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He  who  on  earth  as  man  was  known, 

And  bore  our  sins  and  pains, 
Now  seated  on  th'  eternal  throne, 

The  God  of  glory  reigns. 
His  hands  the  wheels  of  nature  guide 

With  an  unerring  skill. 
And  countless  workis,  extended  wide. 

Obey  His  sovereign  will. 
While  harps  unnumber'd  sound  His  praise  6 

In  yonder  world  above, 
His  saints  on  earth  admire  His  ways 

And  glory  in  His  love. 
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This  land,  through  which  His  pilgrims  go. 

Is  desolate  and  dry ; 
But  streams  of  grace  from  Him  o'erflow, 

Their  thirst  to  satisfy. 
When  troubles,  like  a  burning  sun. 

Beat  heavy  on  their  head. 
To  this  almighty  Rock  they  run, 

And  find  a  pleasing  shade. 
How  glorious  He !  how  happy  they 

In  such  a  glorious  Friend ! 
Whose  love  secures  them  all  the  way, 

And  crowns  them  at  the  end. 
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HIS  PERSON  AND  CHARACTER. 

AGAWAM.    CM. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  Thou  art  the  way ;  to  Thee  alone 

From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  him,  Lord,  through  Thee. 

2  Thou  art  tlie  truth ;  Thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart ; 
,    Thou  only  canst  instruct  the  mind, 
And  purify  the  heart. 


3  Thou  art  the  life;  the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  Thy  conqu'ring  arm  ; 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  Thee, 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  way,  the  truth,  the  life; 

Grant  us  to  know  that  way. 
That  truth  to  keep,  that  life  to  win, 
Which  leads  to  endless  day. 


BEATRICE.    CM. 

#    I    It  '  I  !  T~t 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


1  I've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price ; 

My  heart  dotn  sing  for  joy ; 
And  sing  I  must,  for  Christ  is  mine — 
Christ  shall  my  song  employ. 

2  Clirist  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King : 

My  Prophet  full  of  light ; 
My  great  High  Priest  before  the  throne ; 
My  King  of  heavenly  might. 

3  For  He  indeed  is  Lord  of  lords, 

And  He  the  King  of  kings ; 
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He  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

With  healing  in  His  wings. 
Christ  is  my  Peace :  He  died  for  me. 

For  me  He  gave  His  blood ; 
And,  as  my  wondrous  sacrifice. 

Offered  Himself  to  God. 
Christ  Jesus  is  my  All  in  All, 

My  comfort  and  my  love ; 
Mv  life  below,  and  He  shall  be 

My  joy  and  crown  above. 


CHRIST. 


f 


TALMER.    8s,  7s. 


I.  B.  WOODBURY. 


One  there  is  above  all  others 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend ; 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 
Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us. 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 
But  this  Saviour  died  to  have  us 

Reconciled  in  Him  to  God. 


When  He  lived  on  earth  abased, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  His  name; 
Now,  above  all  glory  raised, 

He  rejoices  in  the  same. 
Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
We,  alas !  forget  too  often 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above. 


GRACE.    CM. 


E.  K.  PROUTY. 
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With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

Of  our  High  Priest  above : 
His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness — 

It  melts  with  pitying  love. 
Touch'd  with  a  sympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 

For  He  hath  felt  the  same. 
He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 
Pour'd  out  His  cries  and  tears ; 
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And,  in  His  measure,  feels  afresh 

What  every  member  bears. 
He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame ; 
The  bruised  reed  He  never  breaks, 

Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 
Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  His  power; 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 

In  the  distressing  hour. 


HIS  MISSION. 
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G.  F.  HANDEL. 
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1  Joy  to  the  world  \  the  Lord  has  come ! 

i^et  earth  receive  her  King : 
Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  Hitn  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  earth !  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

Ijet  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and 
plains, 
Hepeat  the  sounding  Joy. 


3  Nor  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest,  the  ground ; 
He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow, 
Par  as  the  curse  is  found. 


4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace. 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  His  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 
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CHRIST. 

STEARNDALE.    CM. 


,  L.  O.  EMERSON. 
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1  Hark,  the  glad  sound,  the  Saviour  comes, 

The  Saviour  promised  long ! 
Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  ev'ry  voice  a  song, 

2  On  Him  the  Spirit,  largely  pour*d, 

Exerts  His  sacred  fire ; 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  zeal,  and  love, 
His  holy  breast  inspire. 

3  He  comes  the  pris'ners  to  release. 

In  Satan's  bondage  held : 
The  gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst, 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 

4  He  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray  ; 
And  on  the  eyes,  oppress' d  with  night. 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

5  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind. 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
And  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace 
T'  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

6  Our  glad  hosannas.  Prince  of  peace  I 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim ; 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  beloved  name. 
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MISSION  OF  CHRIST. 

ZERAH.    CM. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  High  let  us  swell  our  tuneful  notes 

And  join  th'  angelic  throng ; 
For  angels  no  such  love  have  known 
T'  awake  a  cheerful  song. 

2  Good  will  to  guilty  men  is  shown, 

A.nd  peace  on  earth  is  given  ; 
*ono!  the  incarnate  Saviour  comes, 
A  messenger  from  heaven. 

^^^|ce  and  grace,  with  sweet  accord, 
*i«  rising  beams  adorn  : 


Let  heaven  and  earth  in  concert  join, 
Now  such  a  Child  is  born. 


4  Glory  to  God,  in  highest  strains. 
In  highest  worlds  be  paid ! 
His  glory  by  our  lips  proclaim'd, 
And  by  our  lives  displayed. 


5  When  shall  we  reach  those  blissful  realms 
Where  Christ  exalted  reigns, 
And  learn  of  yon  celesti&l  cVvQvt 
Their  own  iTOLKvotteX  «fec««k&*l 
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CHRIST. 
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Give  thanks  to  God  most  nigh, 

The  universal  Lord, 
The  sov'reign  King  of  kings; 
And  be  His  grace  adored. 
His  power  and  grace 
Are  still  the  same ; 
And  let  His  name 
Have  endless  praise. 

He  saw  the  nations  lie 
All  perishing  in  sin, 
And  pitied  the  sad  state 
The  ruin'd  world  was  in. 
Thy  mercy,  Lord, 
Shall  still  endure, 
And  ever  sure 
Abides  Thy  word. 


He  sent  His  only  Son 

To  save  us  from  our  woe, 
From  Satan,  sin,  and  death, 
And  every  hurtful  foe. 
His  power  and  grace 
Are  still  the  same, 
And  let  His  name 
Have  endless  praise. 

Give  thanks  aloud  to  God, 

To  God  the  Heavenly  King 
And  let  the  spacious  earth 
His  works  and  glories  sing. 
Thy  mercy,  Lord, 
Shall  still  endure ; 
And  ever  sure 
Abides  Thy  word. 
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MISSION  OP  CHfilST. 

HANTS.    S.  M. 
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1  Ye  saints,  proclaim  abroad 

The  honors  of  your  King ; 
To  Jesus,  your  incarnate  God, 
Your  songs  of  praises  sing. 

2  Not  angels  round  the  throne 

Of  majesty  above, 
Are  half  so  much  obliged  as  we 
To  our  Immanuel's  love. 

3  They  never  sunk  so  low, 

They  are  not  raised  so  high ; 


They  never  knew  such  depths  of  woe. 

Such  heights  of  majesty. 
The  Saviour  did  not  join 

Their  nature  to  His  own  ; 
For  them  He  shed  no  blood  divine, 

Nor  breath'd  a  single  groan. 
May  we  with  angels  vie 

The  Saviour  to  adore ; 
Our  debts  are  greater  far  than  theirs 

Oh,  be  our  praises  morel 


HIS  TEACHING. 


WARNER.    L.  M. 


V.  C.  TAYLOR. 
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1  How  sweetly  flow'd  the  gospel  sound 

From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace, 
When  list'ning  thousands  gather'd  round, 
And  joy  and  gladness  fill'd  the  place ! 

2  From  heaVen  He  came,  of  heaven  He  spoke, 

To  heaven  He  led  His  foll'wers'  way ; 
Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  He  broke, 
Unveiling  an  immortal  day. 
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**  Come,  wand'rers,  to  my  Father's  home; 

Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest." 
Yes,  sacred  Teacher,  we  will  come, 

Obey  Thee,  love  Thee,  and  be  blest. 
Decay,  then,  tenements  of  dust; 

Pillars  of  earthly  pride,  decay; 
A  nobler  mansion  waits  the  just, 

And  Jesus  has  prepared  the  way. 


HIS  EXAMPLE. 


ROCKINGHAM.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 


1  My  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord  I 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  word  c 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal 
Such  def 'rence  to  Thy  Father's  will, 
Thy  love  and  meekness  so  divine, 

I  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 


3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witness'd  the  fervor  of  Thy  prayer; 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict  and  Thy  vict'ry  too  I 

4  Be  Thou  my  pattern  ;  let  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here; 
Then  God  the  Judge  shall  own  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 


WILTSHIRE.    CM. 


Behold,  where  in  a  mortal  form 

Appears  each  grace  divine ; 
The  virtues,  all  in  Jesus  met, 

With  mildest  radiance  shine. 
To  spread  the  rays  of  heavenly  light, 

To  give  the  mourner  joy ; 
To  preach  glad  tidings  to  the  poor, 

Was  His  divine  employ. 
'Midst  keen  reproach  and  cruel  scorn. 

Patient  and  meek  He  stood ; 
His  foes,  ungrateful,  sought  His  life ; 

He  labor' d  for  their  good. 
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To  God  He  left  His  righteous  cause. 

And  still  His  task  pursued ; 
While  humble  prayer  and  holy  faith 

His  fainting  strength  renew'd. 
In  the  last  hours  of  deep  distress, 

Before  His  father's  throne, 
With  soul  resign'd  He  bow'd,  and  said. 

"  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 
Be  Christ  our  pattern  and  our  guide, 

His  image  may  we  bear  I 
Oh,  may  we  tread  His  holy  steps, 

His  joy  and  glory  share! 
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1  What  grace,  O  Ix)rd,  and  beauty  shoue 

Around  Thy  steps  below  1 
What  patient  love  was  seen  in  all 
Thy  life  and  death  of  woe ! 

2  For,  ever  on  Thy  burden'd  heart 

A  weight  of  sorrow  hung ; 
Yet  no  ungentle,  murm'ring  word 
Escaped  Thy  silent  tongue. 

3  Thy  foes  might  hate,  despise,  revile, 

Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove; 


Unwearied  in  forgiveness  still, 
Thy  heart  could  only  love. 

Oh,  give  us  hearts  to  love  like  Thee  I 
Like  Thee,  O  Lord,  to  grieve 

Far  more  for  others'  sins  than  all 
The  wrongs  that  we  receive. 

One  with  Thyself,  may  ev'ry  eye, 

In  us,  Thy  brethren,  see 
The  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring 

From  union.  Lord,  with  Thee. 


AMES.    L.  M. 
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^  How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine 
That  in  Thy  meekness  used  to  shine, 
That  lit  Thy  lonely  pathway,  trod 
in  wondrous  love,  0  Son  of  God ! 

2  Oh,  who  like  Thee  so  calm,  so  bright, 
JJ^pure,  so  made  to  live  in  light? 
25'  ^^0  like  Thee  did  ever  go 
oo  patient  through  ft  world  of  woe  ? 
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E'en  death,  which  sets  the  prisoner  free, 
Was  pang,  and  scoff,  and  scorn  to  Thee; 
Yet  love  through  all  Thy  torture  glow'd, 
And  mercy  with  Thy  life-blood  flow'd. 

Oh,  in  Thy  light  be  mine  to  go. 
Illuming  all  my  way  of  woe ! 
And  give  me  ever  on  the  road 
To  trace  Thy  footate^^  ^\i  ol  ^<i^\ 


CHRIST. 
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1  Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power, 
Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 

Watch  with  Him  one  bitter  hour; 
Turn  not  from  His  griefs  away, 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 

2  Follo^w  to  the  judgment  hall, 

View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned  ; 
Oh,  the  wormwood  and  the  gall !. 

Oh,  the  pangs  His  soul  sustained ! 
Shun  not  sufTring,  shame,  or  loss  ; 

Learn  of  Him  to  bear  the  cross. 
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3  Calv'ry's  raoumfiil  mountain  climb; 

There,  adoring  at  His  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time, 

God's  oWn  sacrifice  complete : 
"  It  is  finished,"  hear  Him  cry : 

Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 


4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb 

Where  thev  laid  His  breathless  clay- 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom— 

Who  hath  taken  Him  away  ? 
Christ  is  risen ;  He  meets  our  eyes  I 

Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 


EXAMPLE  OF  CHRIST. 

AVON.    CM. 
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1  A  pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world, 

The  blessed  Saviour  passed ; 
A  mourner  all  His  life  was  He, 
A  dyin^  Lamb  at  last! 

2  That  tender  heart,  which  felt  for  all. 

For  us  its  life-blood  gave; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place, 
Save  only  in  the  grave  I 

3  Such  was  our  Lord;  and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross  with  all  its  scorn  ? 


PE±§ 


X 


Or  love  a  faithless,  evil  world. 

That  wreath'd  His  brow  with  thorn  ? 
4  No :  facing  all  its  frowns  or  smiles, 

Like  Him,  obedient  still. 
We  homeward  press,  thro'  storm  or  calm, 

To  Zion's  blessed  hill. 
6  Dead  to  the  world,  with  Him  who  die<l 

To  win  our  hearts,  our  love, 
We,  risen  with  our  risen  Heiad, 

In  spirit  dwell  above. 

WILLOWDALE.    CM.    D.   wm. b. bradbury. 

I        I  ,  ^ I        Fine. 
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1  0  Ijord,  when  we  the  path  retrace 

Which  Thou  on  earth  hast  trod ; 
To  man  Thy  wondrous  love  and  grace. 

Thy  faithfulness  to  God : 
Thy  love,  by  man  so  sorely  tried, 

Proves  stronger  than  the  grave ; 
The  very  spear  that  pierced  Thy  side 

Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save. 

2  Faithful  amid  unfaithfulness, 

'Mid  darkness  only  light, 
Ttou  didst  Thy  Father's  name  confess, 
And  in  His  will  AeMght; 
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Unmoved  by  Satan's  subtle  wiles. 

Or  suflf'ring,  shame,  and  loss: 
Thy  path,  uncheer'd  by  earthly  smiles, 

Led  only  to  the  cross. 
O  Lord  I  with  sorrow  and  with  shame. 

Before  Thee  we  confess 
How  little  we,  who  bear  Thy  name. 

Thy  mind.  Thy  ways  express. 
Give  us  Thy  meek.  Thy  lowly  mind ; 

We  would  obedient  be ; 
And  all  our  test  a.xv4^\^"as\rc^^^^ 

In  leaxmtvg,  "Lot^,  oi  1\v^^, 
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1  Behold,  the  blind  their  sight  receive  I 
Behold,  the  dead  awake  and  live ! 
The  dumb  speak  wonders,  and  the  lame 
Leap  like  the  hart,  and  bless  His  name. 

2  Thus  doth  th'  eternal  Spirit  own 
And  seal  the  mission  of  the  Son  , 
The  Father  vindicates  His  cause, 
While  He  hangs  bleeding  on  the  cross. 
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3  Hedies;  the  heavens  in  monmingstood: 
He  rises,  and  appears  a  God. 
Behold  the  Lord  ascending  high, 
No  more  to  bleed,  no  more  to  die. 


4  Hence,  and  forever,  from  my  heart 
I  bid  my  doubts  and  fears  depart ; 
And  to  those  hands  my  soul  resign, 
"Which  bear  credentials  so  divine. 


HIS  SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 

AVON.    CM. 


H.  WILSON. 


1  And  flidst  Thon,  Jesus,  condescend, 

When  veil'd  in  human  clay, 
To  heal  the  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind, 
And  drive  disease  away? 

2  Didst  Thou  r^ard  the  beggar's  cry. 

And  cause  the  blind  to  see? 
Jesus,  Thou  Son  of  David,  hear, 
Have  mercy,  too,  on  me. 


3  And  didst  Thou  pity  mortal  "woe. 

And  sight  and  health  restore? 
Oh,  pity.  Lord,  and  save  my  soul. 
Which  needs  Thy  mercy  more. 

4  Didst  Thou  thy  trembling  servant  raise. 

When  sinking  in  the  wave? 
I  perish,  Lord ;  oh,  save  my  soul ; 
For  Thou  alone  canst  save. 


HIS  SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 


OLIVE'S  BROW.    L.  M.  wm.  b.  bradbury. 
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1  *Tis  midnight ;  and  on  Olive's  brow 

The  star  is  dimm'd  that  lately  shone : 
*Tis  midnight ;  in  the  garden  now 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  *Tis  midnight ;  and  from  all  removed, 

Immanuel  wrestles  lone,  with  fears ; 
ITen  the  discii)le  that  He  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears 


3  'Tis  midnight;  and  for  others'  guilt 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  weeps  in  blood ; 

Yet  He  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt 
Is  not  forsaken  bv  His  God. 

4  'Tis  midnight ;  and  from  ether-plains 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know : 

Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 
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CHRIST. 
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1  Thou  sweet  gliding  Kedron,  by  thy  silver 

streams  [light's  pale  beams 

Our  Saviour  at  midnight,   when  moon- 
Shone  bright  on  the  waters,  would  fre- 
quently stray,  [day. 
And  lose  in  thy  murmurs  the  toils  of  the 

2  How  damp  were  the  vapors  that  fell  on 

His  head !  [His  bed ! 

How  hard  was  His  pillow,  how  humble 
The  angels,  astonish'd,  grew  sad  at  the 

sight,  [delight. 

And  followed  their  Master  with  solemn 


Oh,  garden  of  Olives,  thou  dear,  honor'd 

spot,  [forgot; 

The  fame  of  thy  wonders  shall  ne'er  be 
The  theme  most  transporting  to  seraphs 

above ;  [love. 

The  triumph  of  sorrow — the  triumph  of 
Come,  saints,  and  adore  Him ;  come,  bow 

at  His  feet;  [meet; 

Oh,  give  Him  the  glory,  the  praise  that  is 
Let  joyful  hosannas  unceasing  arise. 
Ana  join  the  full  chorus  that  gladdens  tbe 

skies. 


LOUVAN.    L.M. 
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When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 

And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 
Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God ; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 

I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 
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See  from  His  head.  His  hands,  His  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet? 

Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 
Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


HIS  SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 
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1  Alas  I  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 

And  did  my  Sov'reign  die? 
Would  He  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such. a  worm  as  I? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groan'd  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree  1   . 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin  I 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face. 

While  His  dear  cross  appears ; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


1  I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agony  and  blood; 
Who  fixed  His  languid  eyes  on  me, 
As  near  the  cross  I  stood. 

2  Sure,  never,  till  my  latest  breath. 

Can  I  forget  that  look : 
It  seem'd  to  charge  me  with  His  death. 
Though  not  a  word  He  spoke. 

3  Alas,  I  knew  not  what  1  did — 

But  now  my  tears  are  vain ; 
Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid, 
For  I  the  Lord  have  slain  I 

4  A  second  look  He  ^ave,  that  said, 

•*  I  freely  all  forgive : 
This  blood  is  for  tliy  ransom  paid ; 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live. 

5  Thus  while  His  death  my  sin  displays 

In  all  its  blackest  hue, 
Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace. 
It  seals  my  pardon  too ! 


AVON.    CM. 


H.  WILSON. 
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HIS  PERSON  AND  CHARACTER. 

O  SACRED  HEAD.    Concluded. 
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Yet,  though  despised    and      go    -    ry, 
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joy       to       call    thee  mine, 


4:1. 


Hm 


call      thee  mine,  to      call     thee  mine,  call 


thee  mine. 


1  0  sacred  Head,  now  wounded, 

With  grief  and  shame  weigh'd  down  I 
Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thorns,  Thine  only  crown  ! 
0  sacred  Head,  what  glory, 

What  bliss,  till  now,  was  Thine! 
Yet,  though  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  Thee  mine. 

2  How  art  Thou  pale  with  anguish, 

With  sore  abuse  and  scorn ! 
How  does  that  visage  languish 

Which  once  was  bright  as  mom ! 
Thy  grief  and  Thy  compassion 

Were  all  for  sinners'  gain  ; 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression, 

But  Thine  the  deadly  pain. 


What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this  Thy  dying  sorrow. 

Thy  pity  without  end  I 
Lord*  make  me  Thine  for  ever, 

Nor  let  me  faithless  prove ; 
Oh,  let  me  never,  never 

Abuse  such  dying  love ! 

Forbid  that  I  should  leave  Thee ; 

O  Jesus,  leave  not  me  ; 
By  faith  I  would  receive  Thee ; 

Thy  blood  can  make  me  free : 
When  strength  and  comfort  languish, 

And  I  must  hence  depart, 
Release  me  then  from  anguish, 

By  Thine  own  ^o\xii^<^Vv«M^*. 
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1  Behold  th'  amazing  sight, 

The  Saviour  lifted  high ! 
Behold  the  Son  of  God's  delight 
Expire  in  agony ! 

2  For  whom,  for  whom,  my  heart, 

Were  all  these  sorrows  borne? 
Why  did  He  feel  that  piercing  smart, 
And  meet  that  various  scorn  ? 

3  For.  love  of  us  He  bled, 

And  all  in  torture  died ; 


'Twas  love  that  bow'd  His  fainting  head, 
And  oped  His  gushing  side. 

4  In  sympathy  of  love 

Let  all  the  earth  combine ; 
And,  drawn  by  cords  so  gentle,  prove 
The  energy  divine. 

5  In  Him  our  hearts  unite, 

Nor  share  His  griefs  alone. 
But  from  His  cross  pursue  their  flight 
To  His  triumphant  throne. 


MIDDLETON.     8s,  7s-     D-     English  melody. 
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HIS  SUFFEEINGS  AND  DEATH. 

AUTUMN.     8Sf  7$.     D.      Spanish  melody. 
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icken,  smitten,  and  afflicted," 
e  Him  dying  on  the  tree ! 
the  Christ  by  man  rejected ; 
«,  my  soul,  'tis  He,  'tis  He ! 
the  long-expected  Prophet, 
Lvid's  Son,  yet  David's  Lord ; 
fe  I  see  sufficient  of  it : 
.8  a  true  and  faithful  word. 


me,  ye  who  hear  Him  groaning, 

as  there  ever  grief  like  this? 

ids  thro'  fear  His  cause  disowning, 

es  insulting  His  distress : 

y  hands  were  raised  to  wound  Him, 

Ine  would  interpose  to  save ; 

the  deepest  stroke  that  pierced  Him 

BS  the  stroke  that  Justice  gave.  > 
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3  Ye  who  think  of  sin  but  lightly, 

Nor  suppose  the  evil  great ; 
Here  may  view  its  nature  rightly, 

Here  its  guilt  may  estimate. 
Mark  the  sacrifice  appointed ! 

See  Who  bears  the  awful  load; 
'Tis  the  Word,  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Son  of  man,  and  Son  of  God. 

4  Here  we  have  a  firm  foundation  ; 
Here's  the  refuge  of  the  lost; 

Christ's  the  Rock  of  our  salvation : 
His  the  name  of  which  we  boast: 

Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  wounded! 
Sacrifice  to  cancel  guilt ! 

None  shall  ever  be  confounded 
Who  on  Him  their  Uo^lvvi.N^\svx^. 


CHRIST. 


fe^fe^ 


WILMOT.     8s,  7s.     carl  mari  a  von  weber. 


In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story- 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me : 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  ^oy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

MANOAH. 


From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming, 

Adds  new  lustre  to  the  dav. 
Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 
In  the  cross  of  Christ  1  glory, 

Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
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How  condescending  and  how  kind 

Was  God's  eternal  Son ! 
Our  mis'ry  reach'd  Hia  lieavenly  mind, 

And  pity  brought  Him  down. 
This  was  compassion  like  a  God, 

That  when  the  Saviour  knew 
The  price  of  pardon  was  His  blood. 

His  pity  ne'er  withdrew. 
Now,  though  He  reigns  exalted  high. 

His  love  is  still  as  great : 
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Well  He  remembers  Calvary, 

Nor  should  His  saints  forget. 
Here  we  receive  repeated  seals 

Of  Jesus'  dying  .love : 
Hard  is  the  heart  that  never  feels 

One  soft  affection  move. 
Here  let  our  hearts  begin  to  melt, 

While  we  His  death  record. 
And,  with  our  joy  for  pardon'd  guilt, 

Mourn  that  we  pierced  the  Lord, 
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1  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  gnilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 

Takes  all  our  sins  away ; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they 

8  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  Thine, 
While  as  a  penitent  I  stand. 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 

The  burden  Thou  didst  bear, 
When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  sing  His  bleeding  love. 
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1  There  is  a  fountain  fiU'd  with  blood 

Drawn  from  Jmmanuel's  veins ; 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
Oh,  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away ! 

3  Dear  dying- Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  it  power, 
Till  all  the  ransom'd  church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  T  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 


Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sin^  Thy  power  to  save ; 
"When  this  poor  lisping,  stamm'ring  tongae 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

6  Lord,  I  believe  Thou  hast  prepared 

(Unworthy  though  I  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought  free  reward, 
A  golden  harp  for  me  I 

7  'Tis  strung  and  tuned  for  endless  years, 

And  form'd  by  power  divine ; 
To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears 
No  other  name  but  Thine. 
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HIS  WORK  OP  ATONEMENT. 
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1  Enslaved  b^  sin,  and  bound  in  chains, 
Beneath  its  dreadful  tyrant  sway, 
And  doom'd  to  everlasting  pains, 
We  wretched  guilty  captives  lay. 


2  Nor  gold  nor  gems  could  buy  our  peace; 
Nor  the  whole  world's  collected  store 
Suffice  to  purchase  our  release ; 
A  thousand  worlds  were  all  too  poor. 


8  Jesus,  the  Lord,  the  mighty  God, 
An  all'sufflcient  ransom  paid : 
Oh,  matchless  price  I  His  precious  blood 
For  vile,  rebellious  traitors  shed. 


4  Jesus  the  sacrifice  became 

To  rescue  guilty  souls  from  hell : 
The  spotless,  bleeding,  dying  Lamb, 
Beneath  avenging  justice  fell. 


6  Amaririg  goodness !  love  divine  1 
Oh,  may  our  grateful  hearts  adore 
The  matchless  grace;  nor  yield  to  sin, 
Nor  wear  its  cruel  fetters  motel 
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1  Hark !  the  voice  of  love  and  merc3' 

Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary ! 
See!  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the  sky  I 

"It  is  finished!" 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry ! 

2  It  is  finish'd ! — Oh,  what  pleasure 

Do  these  charming  words  afford ! 
Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure, 
Flow  to  us  through  Christ  the  Lord  1 

It  is  finish'd ! 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 


3  Finish'd  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law ! 
Finish'd  all  that  God  had  promised; 
Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 

It  is  finish'd  1 
Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 

4  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs, 

Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme ; 
All  in*earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 
Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name: 

Hallelujah ! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  I 
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HIS  WOKK  OF  ATONEMENT. 
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1  Dearest  of  all  the  names  above, 

My  JesiiSj  and  my  God, 
Who  can  resist  Thv  heavenly  love, 
Or  trifle  with  Thy  blood? 

2  'Tis  by  tlie  merits  of  Thy  death 

The  Father  smiles  again  ; 
*Tis  by  Thine  interceding  breath 
The  Spirit  dwells  with  men. 

3  Till  God  in  human  flesh  I  see, 

My  thoughts  no  comfort  find ; 


The  holy,  just  and  sacred  Three 
Are  terrors  to  my  mind. 

4  But  if  Immanuel's  face  appear. 

My  hope,  my  joy  begins; 
His  name  forbids  my  slavish  fear, 
His  grace  removes  my  sins. 

5  While  Jews  on  their  own  law  rely. 

And  Greeks  of  wisdom  boast, 
I  love  th'  incarnate  mystery. 
And  there  I  fix  my  trust. 


YOAKLEY.    L.  M. 


W.  YOAKLEY. 


1  He  dies  I  the  Friend  of  sinners  dies ! 
Lo !  Salem's  daughters  weep  around ; 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies, 
A  solemn  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 
*  Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree : 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men  ! 
But  lo ! — what  sudden  joys  we  see ! 
J«sus,  the  dead,  revives  again. 
'  The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb, 
la  vain  the  tomb  forbids  His  rise : 
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Cherubic  legions  guard  Him  home, 

And  shout  Him  welcome  to  the  skies. 
Break  oif  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliv'rer  reigns ; 
Sing  how  He  spoil'd  the  hosts  of  hell. 

And  led  the  monster  Death  in  chains. 
Say :  "  Live  for  ever,  wondrous  King ! 

Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save ! " 
Then  ask  the  monster  •.  '*  WV\ct^'^\Nv3  ^^xw^'l 
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1  Thou  art  my  hiding-place,  0  Lord ! 
In  Thee  I  put  my  trust, 
Encouraged  by  Thy  holy  word — 
A  feeble  child  of  dust. 


2  I  have  no  argument  beside, 
I  urge  no  other  plea ; 
And  'tis  enough  the  Saviour  died. 
The  Saviour  died  for  me  I 


3  When  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat, 
And  furious  foes  assail, 
My  refuge  is  the  mercy-seat. 
My  liope  within  the  vail. 


4  Atid  when  Thine  awful  voice  commands 
This  body  to  decay, 
And  life,  iii  its  last  lingering  sands. 
Is  ebbing  fast  away ; — 


6  Then,  though  it  be  in  accents  weak, 
My  voice  shall  call  on  Thee 
And  ask  for  strength  in  death  to  speak, 
"  My  Saviour  died  for  me." 
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HIS  INTERCESSION. 
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1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise, 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears, 
The  bleeding  Sacrifice 

In  my  behalf  appears ; 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
%  name  is  written  on  His  hands. 

2  He  ever  lives  above, 
For  me  to  intercede ; 
His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood  to  plead ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

•  Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears, 
-,^eived  on  Calvary ; 
They  pour  effectual  prayers, 
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They  strongly  speak  for  me ; 
Forgive  him,  oh,  forgive,  they  cry. 
Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die. 

The  Father  hears  Him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One ; 
He  cannot  turn  away, 

Cannot  refuse  His  Son ; 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

My  God  is  reconciled, 
His  pard'ning  voice  I  hear : 

He  owns  me  for  His  child, 
I  can  no  longer  fear; 

With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 

And,  "Father,  Abba. ¥a.\.\i«V'  crj 
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1  He  lives,  the  great  Redeemer  lives, 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives ! 
And  now,  before  His  Father,  God, 
Pleads  the  full  merit  of  His  blood. 


2  Repeated  crimes  awake  our  fears. 
And  justice  arm'd  with  frowns  appears ; 
But  in  the  Saviour's  lovely  face 
Sweet  mercy  smiles,  and  all  is  peace. 


3  Hence,  then,  ye  black,  despairing  thoughts  I 
Above  our  fears,  above  our  faults, 
His  powerful  intercessions  rise. 
And  guilt  recedes  and  terror  dies. 


4  In  ev'ry  dark,  distressful  hour. 
When  sin  and  Satan  join  their  power, 
Let  this  dear  hope  repel  the  dart. 
That  Jesus  bears  us  on  His  heart. 


5  Great  Advocate,  Almighty  Friend— 
On  Him  our  humble  hopes  depend : 
Our  cause  can  never,  never  fail, 
For  Jesus  pleads,  and  must  prevail. 
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1  Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest, 

Offer'd  His  Wood  and  died ; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 

No  sacrifice  beside. 
His  powerful  blood  did  once  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

2  To  this  dear  Surety's  hand 

Will  I  commit  my  cause; 
He  answers  and  fulfils 

His  Father's  broken  laws. 
Behold  my  soul  at  freedom  set; 
My  Surety  paid  the  dreadful  debt. 
8  My  Advocate  appears  ; 

For  my  defence  on  high ; 
The  Father  bows  His  ears, 

And  lays  His  thunder  by. 
Not  all  that  hell  or  sin  can  say. 
Shall  turn  His  heart,  His  love  away. 
4  Should  all  the  hosts  of  death, 

And  powers  of  hell  unknown, 
Pat  their  most  dreadful  forms 

Of  rage  and  mischief  on, 


I  shall  be  safe,  for  Christ  displays 
Superior  power  and  guardian  grace. 


Th'  atoning  work  is  done. 

The  Victim's  blood  is  shed, 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 

His  people's  cause  to  plead : 
He  stands  in  heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  His  breast. 
No  temple  made  with  hands 

His  place  of  service  is ; 
In  heaven  itself  He  stands, 

A  heavenly  priesthood  His : 
In  him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfill'd.  and  now  withdraw. 
And  though  awhile  He  be 

Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men, 
His  people  look  to  see 

Their  great  High  Priest  again : 
In  brightest  glory  He  will  come, 
And  take  His  waiting  people  home. 


GOPSAL.    H.M. 


G.  F.  HANDEL. 
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CHRIST. 

THE  SINNER'S  FRIEND. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 
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0  Thou,  the  contrite  sinner's  Friend  ! 
Who,  loving,  lov'st  them  to  the  end, 
On  this  alone  my  hopes  depend, 

That  Thou  wilt  plead  for  me. 
When  weary  in  tlie  Christian  race, 
Far  off  appears  my  resting-place, 
And,  fainting,  I  mistrust  Thy  grace, 

Then,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 
When  I  have  err'd  and  gone  astray, 
Afar  from' Thine  and  wisdom's  way. 
And  see  no  glimmering,  guiding  ray, 

Still,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 


When  Satan,  by  my  sins  mafic  bold, 
Strives  from  Thy  cross  to  loose  my  hold, 
Then  with  Thy  pitying  arms  enfold, 

And  plead,  oh,  plead  for  me  I 
And  when  my  dying  hour  draws  near, 
Darken'd  with  anguish,  guilt  and  fear, 
Then  to  my  fainting  sight  appear, 

Pleading  in  heaven  for  me. 
When  the  full  light  of  heavenly  day 
Reveals  my  sins  in  dread  array, 
Say  Thou  hast  wash'd  them  ail  away; 

Oh,  say  Thou  plead' st  for  me  I 


MISSIONARY  CHANT.    L.  M.      c.  zeuner. 
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Jesus,  my  Advocate  above, 
My  Friend  before  the  throne  of  love, 
If  now  for  me  prevails  Thy  prayer, 
If  now  I  find  Thee  pleading  there, — 
If  Thou  the  secret  wish  convey. 
And  sweetly  prompt  my  heart  to  pray, — 
Hear,  and  my  weak  petitions  join, 
Almighty  Advocate,  to  Thine. 
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Jesus,  my  heart's  desire  obtain ; 
My  earnest  suit  present,  and  gain  : 
My  fulness  of  corruption  show  ; 
The  knowledge  of  myself  bestow. 
Save  me  from  death  ;  from  hell  set  free; 
Death,  hell,  are  but  the  want  of  Thee: 
My  life,  my  only  heaven  Thou  art; — 
Oh,  might  I  feel  Thee  in  my  heart ! 


HIS  INTERCESSION. 

RAKEM.    L.  M.    6  lines,     i.  b.  woodbury. 

FINE. 
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1  Weary  of  wand'ring  from  my  God, 
And  now  made  willing  to  return, 
I  hear,  and  bow  beneath  the  rod ; 

For  Thee,  not  without  hope,  I  mourn 
I  have  an  Advocate  above. 

Friend  before  the  throne  of  love. 


0  Jesus !  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
More  full  of  grace  than  I  of  sin ; 

Yet  once  again  I  seek  Thy  face; 
Open  Thine  arms  and  take  me  in  ; 

And  freely  my  backslidings  heal. 

And  love  the  faithless  sinner  still. 


Thou  know'st  the  way  to  bring  me  back. 

My  fallen  spirit  to  restore ; 
Oh,  for  Thy  truth  and  mercy's  sake, 

Forgive,  and  bid  me  sin  no  more! 
The  ruins  of  my  soul  repair, 
And  make  my  heart  a  house  of  prayer. 
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PRAISE  TO  CHRIST. 
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1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  I^ord  of  all ! 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

A  remnant  weak  and  small, 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 


4  Ye  Gentile  sinners,  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 

5  Let  ev'ry  kindred,  ev'ry  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 

6  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall ! 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 


152 


PRAISE  TO  HIM. 


BAVARIA.    8s,  7s.    D. 
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GERMAN. 

Fine. 


1  Hail  I  Thou  once  despised  Jesus ! 

Hail!  Thou  Galilean  King! 
Thou  didst  suffer  to  release  us ; 

Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring: 
Hail !  Thou  agonizing  Saviour, 

Bearer  of  our  sin  and  shame ! 
By  Thy  merits  we  find  favor; 

Life  is  given  through  Thy  name. 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  Thee  were  laid ; 
By  almighty  love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made: 
All  Thy  people  are  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood; 
Open'd  is  the  gate  of  heaven  ; 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

AZMON 
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Jesus,  hail  I  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  forever  to  abide ! 
All  the  heavenlv  host  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side ; 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading ; 

There  Thou  dost  our  place  prepare ; 
Ever  for  us  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 
Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give : 
Help,  ye  bright,  angelic  spirits ! 

Bring  your  sweetest,  ncnjlest  lays ! 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits ; 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 

C-  M.  ArrL.  MASON. 
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1  Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise ; 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim. 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honors  of  Thy  name. 


Jesus,  the  name  that  calms  our  fears. 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears ; 

'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 
He  breaks  the  power  of  reigning  sin, 

He  sets  the  pris'ner  free ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 

His  blood  a\a\V  d.  lot  TSi^. 
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1  Jesus,  our  Head,  once  crown 'd  with  thorns. 

Is  crown'd  with  glorj'^  now ; 
Heaven's  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  Delight  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  saints  below  ; 
To  us  still  manifest  Thv  love, 
That  we  its  depths  may  know. 

3  To  us  Thy  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  ail  its  grace,  be  given ; 


Though  earth  disowns  Thy  lowly  name, 
All  worship  it  in  heaven. 

4  Who  suffer  with  Thee,  Lord,  below. 

Will  reign  with  Thee  above ; 

Then  let  it  be  our  joy  to  know 

This  way  of  peace* and  love. 

5  To  us  Thy  cross  is  life  and  health, 

Though  shame  and  death  to  Thee; 
On  earth,  it  is  our  joy  and  wealth. 
In  heaven,  our  crown  shall  be. 


CRUCIFIX.    7s,  6s. 


GKEEK  MELODY. 
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Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Great  David's  greater  Son  I 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun  ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression. 

To  set  the  captive  free, 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 
He  comes  with  succor  speedy. 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong ; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light. 
Whose  souls,  condemn'd  and  dying, 

Were  precious  in  His  sight. 
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He  shall  descend  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth. 
And  love  and  joy,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birtli ; 
Before  Him,  on  the  mountains 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  righteousness,  in  fountains, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 
For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing, 

And  daily  vows  ascend. 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A*  kingdom  without  end : 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
Ilis  name  shall  stand  for  ever ; 

That  name  to  us  is  love. 


PRAISE  TO  HIM. 

RIPLEY.    8s,  7s. 


GREGORIAN. 

Fine. 


1  Hail !  my  ever  blessed  Jesus, 

Only  Thee  I  wish  to  sing ; 
To  my  soul  Thy  name  is  precious. 

Thou  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 
Oh,  what  mercy  flows  from  heaven, 

Oh,  what  joy  and  happiness ! 
Love  I  much?    I've  much  forgiven ; 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

2  Once  with  Adam's  race  in  ruin, 

Unconcern'd  in  sin  I  lay ; 
Swift  destruction  still  pursuing. 
Till  my  Saviour  pass'd  this  way. 


Witness,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven. 

My  Redeemer's  tenderness; 
Love  1  much  ?    I've  much  forgiven  ; 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 
Sing,  ye  bright  angelic  choir, 

Praise  the  Lamb  enthroned  above ; 
Whilst  astonish'd,  I  admire 

God's  free  grace  and  boundless  love. 
That  blest  moment  I  received  Him, 

Fill'd  my  soul  with  joy  and  peac6; 
Love  I  much  ?    I've  much  forgiven  ; 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 


HERMON.    CM. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair 

We  wretched  sinners  lay. 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 
Or  spark  of  glimm'ring  day. 

2  With  pitving  eyes  the  Prince  of  Grace 

Beheld  our  Kelpless  grief. 
He  saw,  and  (oh,  amazing  love!) 
He  ran  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above 

With  joyful  haste  He  fled, 
Enter'd  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh, 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 
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He  spoil'd  the  powers  of  darkness  thus, 

And  brake  our  iron  chains ; 
Jesus  has  freed  our  captive  souls 

From  everlasting  pains. 
Oh,  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break. 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 

The  Saviour's  praises  speak. 
Angels,  assist  our  mighty  joys. 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold ; 
But  when  you  raise  vomt  Vv\^^aK.Tvsi\Rax 

His  love  can  li^^  er  \i^  \.o\^. 
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To  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name 

'Awiike  tKte  sacred  song! 
Oh,  may  His  love,  immortal  flame, 

Tune  ev'ry  heart  and  tongue ! 
His  love  what  mortal  thought  can  reach  I 

What  mortal  tongue  display  ! 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch 

In  wonder  dies  away. 
He  left  His  radiant  throne  on  high, 

Left  the  bright  realms  of  bliss, 


And  came  to  earth  to  bleed  and  die ! 

Was  ever  love  like  this? 
Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 

Our  humble  thanks  to  Thee, 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 

'*  The  Saviour  died  for  nie." 
Oh,  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme 

Fill  ev'ry  heart  and  tongue : 
Till  strangers  love  Thy  charming  name. 

And  join  the  sacred  song. 


ORTONVILLE.    CM. 


T.  HASTINGS. 


Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 

Upon  the  Saviour's  brow ; 
His  head  w^ith  radiant  glories  crown'd, 

His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 
No  mortal  can  with  Him  compare 

Among  the  sons  of  men; 
Fairer  is  He  than  all  the  fair 

Who  fill  the  heavenly  train. 
He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress, 

And  flew  to  my  relief ; 
For  me  He  bore  the  shameful  cross, 

And  carried  all  my  grief. 
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To  Him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 

And  all  the  joys  I  have; 
He  makes  me  triumph  over  death, 

And  saves  me  from  the  grave. 
To  heaven,  the  place  of  His  abode, 

He  brings  my  weary  feet, 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 

And  makes  my  joys  complete. 
Since  from  His  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine. 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 

Lord,  they  should  all  be  Thine. 


PRAISE  TO  HIM. 

DORT.    6s,  4s. 


^^^^^ii 


i 


1=F=SP 


L.  MASON. 


m\ 


>bi 


J 


1 — r 


li 


$~t=£=f:^. 


aiz 


i--c:$zi 


I 


m 


fc=i 


1 


^ 


I 


# 


— «i-r. 


lira: 


^=g: 


S 


^-^-t 


k 


-t f- 


::^H 


t — r 


nx 


f 


P=-T^i: 


)i 


* 


* 


■i.     V^    ^ 


I 


3C 


?c 


i 


jc:?: 


r 


1  Glory  to  God  on  high  I 

Let  heaven  and  earth  repl}', 

*'  Praise  ye  His  name  1 " 
His  love  and  grace  adore, 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore, 
Sing  loud  forevermore, 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I  " 

2  While  they  around  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  His  name, — 
Ye  who  have  felt  His  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God, 
Sound  His  dear  name  abroad, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb ! " 
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3  Join,  all  ye  ransom' d  race. 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless  : 

Praise  ye  His  name ! 
In  Him  we  will  reioice. 
And  make  a  ioyful  noise. 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  1 " 

4  Soon  must  we  change  our  place, 
Yet  will  we  never  cease 

Praising  His  name : 
To  Him  our  songs  we  bring; 
Hail  Him  our  gracious  King; 
And  through  all  ages  sing, 
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1  Oh,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth 

Which  in  my  Saviour  shine, 
I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel,  while  he  sings, 

In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine; 
I'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all  perfect  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 


3  I'd  sing  the  characters  He  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  His  glories  known. 

4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come. 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home. 

And  I  shall  see  His  face; 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  brother,  friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 
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Gome,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died."  they  cry, 

•'  To  be  exalted  thus ; " 
"  Worthy  the  I^mb,"  our  lips  reply, 

"  For  He  was  slain  for  us." 


3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

4  I^et  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky. 

And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas,' 
Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise ! 


LOWELL.    L.  M. 


ENGLISH  TUNE. 
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Now  let  us  raise  our  cheerful  strains, 
And  join  the  blissful  choir  above; 

There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns. 
And  there  they  sing  His  wondrous  love. 

Jesus,  who  once  upon  the  tree 

In  agonizing  pains  expired, 
To  save  us  rebels — yes,  'tis  He ! 

How  bright,  how  lovely,  how  admired ! 
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Jesus,  who  died  that  we  might  live, 
Died  in  the  wretched  traitor's  place ; 

Oh,  what  returns  can  mortals  give 
For  such  immeasurable  grace ! 

Yet,  though  for  bounty  so  divine 
We  ne'er  can  equal  honors  raise, 

Jesus,  may  all  our  hearts  be  Thine, 
And  all  our  tongues  proclaim  Thy  praise. 
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1  Hark !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 

Soiind  the  note  of  praise  above : 
Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices ; 

Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love : 
See,  He  sits  on  yonder  throne; 
Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

2  King  of  glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown : 
Nothing  from  Thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  Thou  hast  made  Thine  own: 
Happy  objects  of  Thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  Thy  face. 

3  Saviour,  hasten  Thine  appearing; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away  I 
Then,  with  golden  harps  we'll  sing, 
**  Glory,  glory  to  our  King ! " 
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PRAISE  TO  HIM. 

LENOX.    H.  M. 
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1  Join  all  the  glorions  names 

Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 
That  ever  mortals  knew, 
That  angels  ever  bore : 
All  are  too  mean 

To  speak  His  worth ; 
Too  mean  to  set 
My  Saviour  forth. 

2  But,  oh,  what  gentle  terms. 

What  condescending  ways, 
Doth  our  Redeemer  use 
To  teach  His  heavenly  grace  1 
Mine  eyes  with  joy 
And  wonder  see 
What  forms  of  love 
He  bears  for  me. 

11 


Array'd  in  mortal  flesh, 

He'  like  an  angel  stands, 
And  holds  the  promises 
And  pardons  in  His  hands ; 
Com  mission 'd  from 

His  Father's  throne, 
To  make  His  grace 
To  mortals  known. 

Great  Prophet  of  my  God  1 

My  tongue  would  bless  Thy  name 
By  Thee  the  joyful  news 
Of  our  salvation  came ; 
The  joyful  news 

Of  sin  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued. 
And  peacft  vivtVv  \i^».'^^'ft.» 
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1  What  equal  honors  shall  we  bring 

To  Thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb, 
When  all  the  notes  that  angels  sing 
Are  far  inferior  to  Thy  name? 

2  Worthy  is  He  that  once  was  slain, 

The  Princeofpeacethatgroan'd  and  died, 
Worthj'  to  rise,  and  live,  and  reiga 
At  His  Almighty  Father's  side. 
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All  riches  are  His  native  right, 
Yet  He  sustain'd  amazing  loss : 

To  Him  ascribe  eternal  might, 
Who  nail'd  His  weakness  to  the  cross. 

Blessings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 
Who  bore  the  curse  for  wretched  men : 

Let  angels  sound  His  sacred  name, 
And  ev'ry  creature  say,  "Amen ! " 
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1  Oh,  the  delights,  the  heavenly  joys, 

The  glories  of  the  place, 
Where  Jesus  sheds  the  brightest  beams 
Of  His  o'erflowing  grace  1 

2  Princes  to  His  imperial  name 

Bend  their  bright  sceptres  down  : 
Dominions,  thrones,  and  powers  rejoice 
To  see  Him  wear  the  crown. 

3  Archangels  sound  His  lofty  praise 

Througli  ev'ry  heavenly  street; 
And  lay  their  highest  honors  down, 
Submissive  at  His  feet. 


While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King. 

Let  mortals  learn  their  strains; 
Let  all  the  earth  His  honors  sing ; 

O'er  all  the  earth  He  reigns. 

Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 

Be  endless  blessings  paid ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain 

Forever  on  Thy  head  I 

Thou  hast  redeem'd  our  souls  with  bloo^» 

Hast  set  the  pris'ners  free. 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

And  we  shall  reign  with  Thee. 
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PBAISE  TO  HIH. 

DEDHAM.    CM. 
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1  Thy  transporting  name 
glories  meet  our  eyes  I 
•t  tlie  seraph's  lofty  theme, 
ronder  of  the  skies, 
ight  the  heavens  with  wonder  view 
e  so  strange  as  Thine ; 
ight  of  angels  ever  knew 
assion  so  divine. 


And  didst  Thou,  Saviour,  leave  the  sky, 

To  sink  beneath  our  woes? 
Didst  Tliou  descend  to  bleed  and  die 

For  Thy  rebellious  foes  ? 
Oh,  may  our  willing  hearts  confess 

Thy  sweet,  Thy  gentle  sway ; 
Glad  captives  of  Thy  matchless  grace. 

Thy  righteous  rule  obey. 
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od !  to  what  a  glorious  height         !  3 
Thou  advanced  the  Lord,  Thy  Son! 
in  all  their  robes  of  light, 
nade  the  servants  of  His  throne. 
His  feet  their  armies  wait,  !  4 

swift  as  flames  of  fire  they  move, 
lage  His  affairs  of  state,  \ 

srks  of  vengeance,  or  of  love.  ' 
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Now  they  are  sent  to  guide  our  feet, 

Up  to  the  gates  of  Thine  abode. 
Through  all  the  dangers  that  we  meet, 

In  traveling  o'er  the  heavenly  road. 
Lord !  when  we  leave  this  mortal  ground, 

And  Thou  shalt  bid  us  rise  and  come — 
Send  Thy  beloved  angels  down. 

Safe  to  conduct  out  s^vc\\»\i^\xifc» 
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1  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme, 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name  I 
Ye,  who  His  salvation  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 


2  Ye  who  see  the  Father's  grace, 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face, 
As  to  lieaven  ye  onward  move, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 


3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears, 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears ; 
See  your  guilt  and  care  remove, 
Cancell'd  by  redeeming  love. 


4  Ye,  alas !  who  long  have  been 
Willing  slaves  of  death  and  sin. 
Now  from  bliss  no  longer  rove ; 
Stop,  and  taste  redeeming  love. 
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PRAISE  TO  HIM. 

LOVING-KINDNESS.    L.  M. 

WESTERN  MELODY. 
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1  Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays, 

And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me, 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  free  I 

2  He  saw  me  ruin'd  in  the  fall, 

Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate, 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  great  I 

Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Anough  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
^e  safely  leads  my  soul  along, 
**J8  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong ! 

*  when  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
*«»  gathered  thick  and  thunder'd  loud, 
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He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood. 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  good ! 

Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart ; 
But  though  I  have  Him  oft  forgot, 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not. 

Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail ; 
Oh,  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death. 

Then  let  me  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day  ; 
And  sing,  with  rapture  and  8ur\^rv8fe^ 
His  loYiiig-kmdiies*  \xv  VJti^  \?«A^i» 
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1  Brightest   and   best  of  the  sons  of  the      Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  tl^^ 
morning  I 
Dawn   on  our  darkness,   and  lend  us 


Thine  aid ; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning. 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 


2  Cold  on  His  cradle  tlic  dcwdrops  are  shin- 
ing; 
Low  lies  riis  head  with  the  beasts  of  the 

"    stall: 
Angels  adore  Him  in  slumber  reclining,     I 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all  I 


ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  tb« 
mine? 


4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation  ; 

Vainly  with  gifts  would  His  favor  secu^^ ' 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration  ; 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  po^^' 

5  Brightest   and   best  of  the  sons  of  ^ 


3  Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  devotion, 
Odora  of  Edom,  and  off'rings  divine? 


morning 
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Dawn   on   our  darkness,  and   lend    ^ 
Thine  aid ; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning. 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  h 
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PRAISE  TO  HIM. 

FOLSOM.    11,  10,  11,  lO. 
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L.  MASON. 
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1  When,  marshall'd  on  the  nightly  plain, 

The  glitl'ring  hosts  bestud  the  sky, 
One  stAr  alone,  of  all  the  train, 
Can  fix  the  sinner's  wand'ring  eye. 

2  Hark !  hark !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks, 

Prom  ev'ry  host,  from  ev'ry  gem ; 
But  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks, 
It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

3  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode, 

The  storm  was  loud — the  night  was  dark, 
The  ocean  yawn'd— and  rudely  blow'd 
the  wind  that  toss' d  my  fouiid'ring  bark. 


4  Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze, 

Death -struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem ; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose — 
It  was  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 

5  It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all ; 

It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease ; 
And  through  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall, 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

6  Now  safely  moor'd — my  perils  o'er, 

I'll  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
Forever,  and  forevermore. 
The  Star— the  Star  of  Betl\l^VicnvV 
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Lamb  of  God,  we  fall  before  Thee, 

Humbly  trusting  in  Thy  cross ; 
That  alone  be  all  our  glory, 

All  things  else  are  only  dross. 
Thee  we  own  a  perfect  Saviour, 

Only  source  of  all  that's  good. 
Ev'ry  grace  and  ev'ry  favor 

Comes  to  us  through  Jesus*  blood. 
Jesus  gives  us  true  repentance, 

By  His  Spirit  sent  from  heaven ; 
Whispers  this  transporting  sentence, 

"Son,  thy  sins  are  all  forgiven." 


Faith  He  grants  us  to  believe  it, 

Grateful  hearts  His  love  to  prize : 
Want  we  wisdom  ?    He  must  give  it ; 

Hearing  ears,  and  seeing  eyes. 
Jesus  gives  us  pure  affections. 

Wills  to  do  what  he  requires; 
Makes  us  follow  His  directions. 

And  what  He  commands — inspires. 
All  our  prayers,  and  all  our  praises. 

Rightly  offer d  in  His  name: 
He  that  dictates  them  is  Jesus ; 

He  that  answers  is  the  same 
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Jesus,  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

Brightest  beam  of  love  divine. 
With  the  early  morning  rays 

Do  Thou  on  our  darkness  shine. 
And  dispel,  with  purest  light, 
All  our  long  and  gloomy  night  I 
Like  the  sun's  reviving  ray  J 

May  Thy  love,  with  tender  glow, 
All  our  coldness  melt  away, 
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Warm,  and  cheer  us  forth  to  go, 
Gladly  serve  Thee,  and  obey 
All  our  life's  short  earthly  day  I 
Thou  our  only  hope  and  guide  I 

Never  leave  us  nor  forsake : 
In  Thy  light  may  we  abide 

Till  the  endless  morning  break; 
Moving  on  to  Zion's  hill. 
Onward,  upward,  homeward  still  1 
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PKAISE  TO  HIM. 

MERGE.    L.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  Jesus !  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  ? 
Ashamed  of  Thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days? 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  sooner  far 
liCt  ev'ning  blush  to  own  a  star ; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 
Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  be  ashamed  of  noon  : 
*Tis  midnight  with  my  soul  till  He, 
Bright  Morning  Star !  bid  darkness  flee. 
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Ashamed  of  Jesus !  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend ! 
No;  when  I  blush— be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  His  nafiie. 

5  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

6  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain ! 
And,  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me  I 
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1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds     I 

In  a  believer's  ear  I 
"Soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
Tw  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
S  H  S^  to  the  weary,  rest. 
**y  Him  my  prayers  acceptance  gain, 

Although  with  sin  defiled ; 
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Satan  accuses  me  in  vain, 

And  I  am  own'd  a  child. 
Weak  is  the  eflTort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 

I'll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 
Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim. 

With  ev'ry  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  tlie  music  of  Thy  uan\^ 

Refresh  my  ao\i\  in  ^ea.\)a.» 


CHRIST. 

MORAVIAN.    CM. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


1  Jesus !  the  very  thought  of  Thee 

With  gladness  fills  my  breast; 
But  dearer  far  Thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  thauThy  blest  name, 
0  Saviour  of  mankind ! 

3  0  Hope  of  ev'ry  contrite  heart, 

O  joy  of  all  the  meek  I 


To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  Thou  art, 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  !• 

4  And  those  who  find  Thee,  find  a  bliss 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show : 
The  love  of  Jesus — what  it  is. 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  Tlum ! 

As  Thou  our  prize  wilt  be ; 
Jesus,  be  Thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity! 
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1  0  Jesus!  King  most  wonderful, 

Thou  Conqueror  renown'd ; 
Thou  Sweetness  most  ineffable, 
In  whom  all  joys  are  found ! — 

2  When  once  Thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine. 
Then  earthlv  vanities  depart. 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  O  Jesus,  Light  of  all. below ! 

Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire ! 
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Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
All  that  we  can  desire, — 

4  May  ev'ry  heart  confess  Thy  name, 

And  ever  Thee  adore; 
And,  seeking  Thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  Thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee  may  our  tongues  forever  bless ; 

Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 
And  ever  in  our  life  express 
The  image  of  Thine  own. 


PKAISE  TO  HIM. 

CARPARTHUS.    C.  P.  M 


L.  MASON. 
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1  0  love  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art  I 
When  shall  I  find  iny  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee? 
1  lung,  and  thirst,  and  faint  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, 
The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

2  RtTonger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
its  riches  are  unsearchable  ; 

The  first-born  sons  of  light- 
Desire,  in  vain,  its  depth  to  see; 
Aljey  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 
The  length,  and  breadth,  and  height. 
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3  Oh,  that  I  could  forever  sit. 
With  ;Mary,  at  the  Master's  feet  I 

Be  this  my  happy  choice; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice. 

4  Oh,  that  I  could,  with  favor'd  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ! 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  Thee 

My  cverlast\i\^  xes^t. 
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HIS  EFFUSION  AND  MISSION. 


COVENTRY.    CM. 


ENGLISH. 
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1  Let  songs  of  praises  fill  the  sky ! 

Christ,  our  ascended  Lord, 
Sends  down  His  Spirit,  from  on  high, 
According  to  His  word. 

2  The  Spirit,  by  His  heavenly  breath. 

New  life  creates  within  ;  * 
He  quickens  sinners  from  the  death 
Of  trespasses  and  sin. 

3  The  things  of  Christ  the  Spirit  takes, 

And  to  our  heart  reveals  ; 
Our  bodies  He  His  temple  makes, 
And  our  redemption  seals. 

• 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  from  above, 

With  Thy  celestial  fire ; 
Come,  and,  with  flames  of  zeal  and  lore, 
Our  hearts  and  tongues  inspire. 


HIS  WORK. 


WINCHESTER.    L.  M. 


DR.  CROFT. 


1  Eternal  Spirit!  we  confess 

And  sing  the  wonders  of  Thy  grace : 
Thy  po^er  conveys  our  blessings  down 
From  God  the  Father  and  the  Son. 

2  Enlighten'd  by  Thy  heavenly  ray, 
Our  shades  and  darkness  turn  to  da}' : 
Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 
Our  danger  and  our  refuge  too. 


8  Thy  glorious  power  works  within, 
And  breaks  the  chains  of  reigning  sin, 
Doth  our  imperious  lusts  subdue, 
And  forms  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 

4  The  troubled  conscience  knows  Thy  voice, 
Thy  cheering  words  awake  our  joys ; 
Thy  words  allay  the  stormy  wind, 
And  calm  the  surges  of  the  mind. 


HARTEL.    L.  M 


L.  MASON. 


l=r< 


M 


\=i 


r^r 


t=£^ti 


^ 


If 


i 


fct£ 


■m. 


m 


V 


t 


r- 


u    u 


^- 


f^ 


1  Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above ; 

Be  Thou  our  guardian.  Thou  our  guide; 
O'er  ev'ry  thought  and  step  preside. 

2  Conduct  "us  safe,  conduct  us  far 
Prom  ev*ry  sin  and  hurtful  snare : 
Lead  to  Thy  word,  that  rules  must  give, 
And  teach  ua  lessons  how  to  live. 
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The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 
That  we  mav  know  and  love  Thy  way ; 
Plant  holy  fear  in  ev'ry  heart. 
That  we  from  Thee  may  ne'er  depart. 
Lead  us  to  righteousness,  the  road 
That  we  must  take,  to  dwell  with  God ; 
Lead  us  to  heaven,  the  seat  of  bliss, 
Where  pleasure  in  perfectlorv  \a. 
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HOLY  SPIRIT. 

ORTONVILLE.    CM. 


T.  HASTINGS. 
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1  Come,  Holy  Sjurit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quick'niiig  powers, 
Kindle  a  flame  or  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  See,  how  we  grovel  here  below, 

Fond  of  these  earthly  toys ; 
Our  souls,  how  heavily  they  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys  I 


3  Dear  Lord  !  and  shall  we  always  Hve 

At  this  poor,  dying  rate? 
Our  love  so  cold,  so  faint  to  Thee, 
And  Thine  to  us  so  great  ?    • 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quick'ning  powers; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 


ZEPHYR.    L.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBORy. 
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Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind. 
And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God ; 

Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought. 
And  lead  me  to  Thy  blest  abode. 

Hast  Thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  holy  fire? 


Oh,  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame, 
And  make  me  burn  with  pure  desire. 

A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 
And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see ; 

Oh,  soothe  and  cheer  my  burden'd  heartr 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  Thee. 
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HIS  WORK. 

RAKEM.    L.  M.    6  lines,     i.  b.  woodbury. 
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1  Eternal  Spirit,  source  of  light, 
Enliv'ning,  consecrating  fire, 

Descend,  and,  with  celestial  heat, 
Our  dull,  our  frozen  hearts  inspire ; 

Our  souls  refine,  our  dross  consume ; 

Come,  condescending  Spirit,  come! 

2  In  our  cold  breasts,  oh,  strike  a  spark 
Of  that  pure  flame  which  seraphs  feel ; 
Nor  let  us  wander  in  the  dark, 


Nor  lie  benumb'd  and  stupid  still. 
Come,  vivifying  Spirit,  come ! 
And  make  our  hearts  Thy  constant  home. 

3  Let  pure  devotion's  fervors  rise ! 
liCt  ev'ry  pious  passion  glow  I 
Oh,  let  the  rap^tures  of  the  skies 

Kindle  in  our  cold  hearts  below. 
Come,  purifying  Spirit,  come, 
And  make  our  souls  Thy  constant  home  I 


WARD.    L.  M. 


Arr.  L.  MASON. 
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1  Amidst  a  world  of  hopes  and  fears, 
A  world  of  cares,  and  toils,  and  taars, 
^Vhe^e  foes  alarm  and  dangers  threat, 
And  pleasures  kill,  and  glories  cheat : 

2  Send  down,  O  Lord,  a  heavenly  ray. 
To  guide  me  in  the  doubtful  way  \ 
And  o'er  me  hold  Thy  shield  of  power, 
To  guard  me  in  the  dang'rous  hour. 


May  never  pleasure,  wealth,  or  pride 
Allure  my  wand'ring  soul  aside; 
But  through  this  maze  of  mortal  ill, 
Safe  lead  me  to  Thy  heavenly  hill. 

There  glories  shine,  and  pleasures  roll, 
That  charm,  delight,  transport  the  soul, 
And  ev'ry  longing  wish  shall  be 
Possess' d  of  boundless  bl\&a  va  TVvftfe» 
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HOLY  SPIRIT. 

FULTON.    7s. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  Gracious  Spirit — Love  divine ! 
Let  Thy  light  within  lue  shine : 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove; 
Fill  me  with  Thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  Thy  pard'ning  grace  to  me ; 
Set  the  burnen'd  sinner  free; 
J^ead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  God ; 
Wash  me  in  His  precious  blood. 


3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart ; 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Dwell  Thyself  withm  mj'  breast, 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  Thee  stray; 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine; 
Keep  me,  Lord,  forever  Thine. 


MERCY.    7s. 


L.  M.  GOTTSCHALK. 
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Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine, 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine  I 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  the  darkness  into  day. 
Let  me  see  my  Saviour's  face. 
JiBt  me  all  His  beauties  trace; 
Show  those  glorious  truths  to  me, 
Which  are  only  known  to  Thee. 


176 


Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine, 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine; 
Lou}'  lias  sin,  without  control. 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 
Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine. 
Cheer  this  sadden'd  heart  of  mine; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 
Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 
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HIS  WORK. 

ZEPHYR.    L.  M. 
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1  Sure  the  blest  comforter  is  nigh, 

'Tis  He  sustains  my  fainting  heart; 
Else  would  my  hope  forever  die, 
And  ev'ry  cheering  ray  depart. 

2  When  some  kind  promise  cheers  my  soul. 

Do  I  not  find  His  healing  voice 
The  tempest  of  my  fears  control, 
And  bid  my  drooping  powers  rejoice? 

3  What  less  than  Thine  almighty  word 

Can  raise  my  heart  from  earth  and  dust. 


And  bid  me  cleave  to  Thee,  my  Lord, 

My  life,  my  treasure,  and  my  trust? 
And  when  my  cheerful  hope  can  say, 

'*  I. love  my  God,  and  taste  His  grace ;  " 
Lord,  is  it  not  Thy  blissful  ray 

Which  brings  this  dawn  of  sacred  peace? 
Let  Thy  kind  Spirit  in  my  heart 

For  ever  dwell,  O  God  of  love; 
And  light  and  heavenly  peace  impart, 

Sweet  earnest  of  the  joys  above. 
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1  Why  should  the  children  Of  a  King 

Go  mourning  all  their  days? 
Great  Comforter,  descend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  Thv  grace. 

2  Doat  Thou  not  dwell  in  all  Thy  saints, 

And  seal  them  heirs  of  heaven  ? 
When  wilt  Thou  banish  my  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 
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Assure  ray  conseience  of  her  part 

In  my  Redeemer's  blood, 
And  bear  Thy  witness,  with  my  heart, 

That  I  am  born  of  God. 
Thou  art  the  earnest  of  His  love, 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come ; 
And  Tny  soft  wings,  celestial  Dove^ 

Will  safely  \)eaT  Tv\ft\voT£i^. 
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HOLY  SPIRIT. 

ALL  SAINTS.    L.  M. 


W.  KNAPP. 
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1  0  spirit  of  the  living  God, 

In  all  Thy  plenitude  of  grace, 
Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod, 
Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 


2  Be  darkness,  at  Thy  coming,  light, 
Confusion,  order,  in  Thy  path : 
Souls  without  strength  Inspire  with  might  i 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 


3  Baptize  the  nations ;  far  and  nigh, 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record ; 
The  name  of  Jesus  glorify. 
Till  ev'rj'  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 


4  God  from  eternity  hath  wilVd 

All  flesh  shall  His  salvation  see . 
So  be  the  Father's  love  fulfill'd. 
The  Saviour's  suff' rings  crown'd  through 
Thee. 
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THE  CHURCH, 
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MORNINGTON.    S.  M.     earl mornington. 


1  See  what  a  living  stone 

The  builders  did  refuse  I 
Yet  God  hath  built  His  Church  thereon, 
In  spite  of  envious  Jews. 

2  The  work,  0  Lord,  is  Thine, 

And  wondrous  in  our  eyes ; 
This  day  declares  it  all  divine, 
This  day  did  Jesus  rise. 


^  Hosanna  to  the  King 
Of  David's  royal  blood  1 
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Bless  Him,  ye  saints,  He  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  from  our  God. 


Oh,  come  the  happy  hour 
When  all  the  world  shall  own 

Thy  Son,  0  God,  declared  with  power, 
And  worship  at  Thy  throne ! 

• 

We  bless  Thy  holy  word 
W^hich  allthis  grace  displays ; 

And  offer  on  Thine  altar,  Lord, 
Our  sacrifice  of  ptoi^^. 
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THE  CHURCH. 

HARVEY'S  CHANT.    CM.    w. b. bradbury. 


I 


I: 


EEa: 


-2- — <»-> 


^ 


«=F=? 


3: 


T 


* 


w=i^-f=i=i 


* 


— «- 


— h 


t: 


--(9 


tl- 


^^: 


i 


^ 


i 


^-1=^ 


jSL 


Ezzz: 


li 


:^ 


^ 


f^ 


-»- 


_fi<f- 


I 


I: 


t-r-4 


J « #  ■       -1 


P 


S; 


iEE5 


P 


-'5!- 


-«5»- 


-i^- 


f    -t    V    # — -^- 


«?- 


i^- 


— h 


:3: 


-f^- 


i^ 


-*5? 


1 — r 


P 


1  Behold  the  sure  foundation-stone 
Wliich  God  in  Zion  lays, 
To  build  our  heavenly  hopes  upon, 
And  His  eternal  praise. 


2  Chosen  of  God,  to  sinners  dear. 
Let  saints  adore  the  name ; 
They  trust  their  whole  salvation  here, 
Nor  shall  they  suffer  shame. 


3  The  foolish  builders,  scribe  and  priest, 

Reject  it  with  disdain  ; 
Yet  on  tliis  Rock  the  Church  shall  rest, 
And  envy  rage  in  vain. 

4  What  though  the  gates  of  hell  withstood; 

Yet  must  this  building  rise : 
'Tis  Thine  own  work,  Almighty  God, 
And  wondrous  in  our  eyes. 
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GREGORIAN. 

Fine. 


IS  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
,  city  of  our  God  ; 
lose  word  cannot  be  broken, 
I'd  thee  for  His  own  abode : 
Rf)ck  of  Ages  founded, 
t  can  shake  Thy  sure  repose? 
ligation's  walls  surrounded, 
L  may'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 
3  streams  of  living  waters, 
iging  from  eternal  love, 
ipply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 
all  fear  of  want  remove : 


Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  thy  thirst  t'  assuage? 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 
Round  each  habitation  hov'ring. 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  apijear! 
For  a  glory  and  a  cov'ring. 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near : 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner 

Light  by  night  and  shade  by  day ; 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  pray. 
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ST.  ANN'S.    CM. 
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Drd,  Thy  Church  is  praying  yet, 
ousand  years  the  same, 
irk  her  goodly  battlements, 
her  foundations  strong ; 
ar  within  the  solemn  voice 
tt  unending  song. 
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For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world 

Thy  holy  Church,  0  God ! 
Tho' earthquake  shocks  are  threat'ning  her, 

And  tempests  are  abroad ; 
Unshaken  as  eternal  hills, 

Immovable  she  stands, 
A  mountain  that  shall  Ml  t\\^  ^^t^V^ 

A  house  not  ma(ift\iY  \va.Tv^. 
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ORDINATION  AND  INSTALLATION. 


STIRLING.    L.  M. 
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R.  HAKRISON. 


Sft 


r=b=fc=t 


i^ 


i 


n 


-«- 


■+— 


:-'-^ 


UJ-J-4 


-«5^ 


12 


rr 


^^^^-^-^03 


■i9—^-af 


rr 


m^^^^k^^^^=zv^ 


I — t— r 


sz: 


s: 


J 


gi 


1  With  heavenly  power,  0  Lord,  defend 
Him  whom  we  now  to  Thee  commend; 
Thy  faithful  messenger  secure. 
And  make  him  to  the  end  endure. 


2  Gird  him  with  all-sufficient  grace. 
Direct  his  feet  in  paths  of  peace; 
Thy  truth  and  faithfulness  fulfil, 
And  arm  him  to  obey  Thy  will. 
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HER  MINISTBY— ORDINATION. 
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1  0  Holy  Lord,  our  God, 
By  heavenly  hosts  adored, 

Hear  us,  we  pray ; 
To  Thee  the  cherubim. 
Angels  and  seraphim, 
Unceasing  praises  hymn — 

Their  homage  pay. 


2  Here  give  Thy  word  success, 
And  this  Thy  servant  bless, 
His  labors  own ; 
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And  while  the  sinner's  Friend 
His  life  and  words  commend. 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  send. 
And  make  Him  known. 

3  May  ev'ry  passing  year 
More  happy  still  appear 

Than  this  glad  day ; 
With  numbers  fill  the  place, 
Adorn  Thy  saints  with  grace, 
Thy  truth  may  we  embrace, 

0  Lord,  we  pray. 
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THE  CHURCH. 


MARLOW.    CM. 


J.  CHETHAM. 
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1  Let  Zion's  watchmen  all  awake, 

And  take  th'  alarm  they  give ; 
Now  let  them  from  the  month  of  God 
Their  solemn  charge  receive.        ♦ 

2  'Tis  not  a  case  of  small  import 

The  pastor's  care  demands ; 
But  what  might  fill  an  angel's  heart, 
And  fill'd  a  Saviour's  hands. 

3  They  watch  for  souls,  for  which  the  Lord 

Did  heavenly  bliss  forego ; 


For  souls  which  must  forever  live 

In  raptures  or  in  woe. 
All  to  the  great  tribunal  haste, 

Th'  account  to  render  there  ; 
And  shouldst  Thou  strictly  mark  our  faults, 

Lord,  how  shall  we  appear? 
May  they  that  Jesus,  Whom  they  preach, 

Their  own  Redeemer  see; 
And  watch  Thou  daily  o'er  their  souls, 

That  they  may  watch  for  Thee. 


A  BLESSED  CALLING. 


LUTHER.    S.  M. 


T.  HASTINGS. 


U^ 


%z:ii\^ 


I       I 


1  How  beauteous  are  their  feet 

Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill ! 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 
And  words  of  peace  reveal. 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice ! 

"  How  sweet  the  tidings  are ! 
"  Zion,  behold  Thy  Saviour  King; 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears 

That  hear  this  joyful  sound, 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for 
And  sought,  but  never  found ! 
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How  blessed  are  our  eyes 

That  see  this  heavenly  light ! 
Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 

But  died  without  the  sight. 
The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 

And  tuneful  notes  employ ; 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 

And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 
The  Lord  makes  bare  His  arm 

Through  all  the  earth  abroad : 
Let  all  the  nations  now  behold 

Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 
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PRAYER  FOR  MINISTRY. 


MERIBAH.    CM.  P. 
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1  Ijord  of  the  Church,  we  humbly  pray 
For  those  who  guidfe  us  in  Thy  way, 

And  speak  Thy  holy  word : 
With  love  divine  their  hearts  inspire, 
And  touch  their  lips  with  hallow'd  fire, 

And  needful  grace  afford. 

2  Help  them  to  preach  the  truth  of  God 
Redemption  through  tlie  Saviour's  blood : 

Nor  let  the  Spirit  cease 


On  all  the  Church  His  gifts  to  shower; 
To  them,  a  messenger  of  power; 

To  us.  of  life  and  peace. 
3  So  may  they  live  to  Thee  alone ;     [done  I" 
Then    hear   the    welcome    word — '*  Well 

And  take  their  crown  above : 
Enter  into  their  Master's  joy, 
And  all  eternity  employ 

In  praise,  and  bliss,  and  love. 


GERMANY.    L.  M. 


L.  BEETHOVEN. 
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1  Father  of  mercies,  bow  Thine  ear, 
Attentive  to  oiir  earnest  praver ; 
We  plead  for  those  who  plead  for  Thee— 
Successful  pi eaders  m ay  th ey  be !     [ch  arge ; 

i   tH^  ^^^^^  their   work,  how  vast  their 
Jo  Thou  their  anxious  souls  enlarge ; 
^eirbest  endowments  are  our  gain, 
"6 share  the  blessings  they  obtain. 


Clothe,  then,  with  energy  divine. 
Their  words,  and  let  these  words  be  Thine: 
To  them  Thv  sacred  truth  reveal. 
Suppress  their  fear,  inflame  their  zeal. 
Teach  them  to  sow  the  precious  seed  ; 
Teach  them  Thy  chosen  flock  to  feed; 
Teach  them  immortal  souls  to  gain — 
Souls  that  will  TjeU  TCb7?OT^>i?cv^^  ^toxv» 
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SYNODICAL  AND  OTHER  MEETINGS. 


CRUCIFIX.     7s,  6s. 


GREEK  MELODY. 
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From  Calv'ry's  sacred  mountain 

Where  hung  the  Son  of  God, 
Whilst  from  His  heart's  deep  fountain 

Gush'd  forth  the  crimson  flood, 
The  voice  of  mercy  plighted, 

Bids  us  in  Jesus'  name, 
Proclaim  to  the  benighted 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 


2  Come,  brethren,  whom,  anointed 

Witli  unction  from  on  high, 
The  Master  has  appointed 

To  preach  his  Kmgdom  nigh  ; 
We'll  haste,  o'er  mount  and  river. 

Through  city,  town,  and  plain, 
The  ruin'd  to  deliver 

From  death  and  Satan's  chain. 


Soon  will  our  race  be  ended, 

Our  journey  soon  be  o'er, 
By  Jesus'  arm  defended, 

We'll  reach  fair  Canaan's  shore, 
Where  grateful  plaudits  greet  us. 

Throughout  the  heavenly  dome, 
And  blessed  spirits  meet  us. 

To  shout  us  welcome  home. 


4  There  may  this  congregation 

Unite  to  swell  the  theme 
Of  blood-bought,  free  salvation, 

Through  faith  in  Jesus'  name: 
0  Jesus !  Rock  of  Ages ! 

The  God  we  all  adore, 
Through  earth's  bewild'ring  stages 

Guide  us  to  Canaan's  shore  I 
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1 1  love  Thy  Zion,  Lord  ! 

The  house  of  Thine  ahode ; 
The  Church,  O  blest  Redeemer,  saved 
With  Thine  own  precious  blood. 


2 1  love  Thy  Church,  0  God ! 
Her  walls  before  Thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  Thy  hand/ 

3  If  e'er  to  bless  Thy  sons 
My  voice  or  hands  deny, 
These  hands  let  useful  skill  forsake, 
This  voice  in  silence  die. 
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4  If  e'er  my  heart  forget 
Her  welfare  or  her  woe. 
Let  ev'ry  joy  this  heart  forsake, 
And  ev'ry  grief  o'erflow. 


6  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall ; 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 


Beyond  my  highest  joy 
i  prize  her  heavenly 'ways. 

Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows^ 
Her  hyinna  ot  \oNft  w\^  y^^\^^. 
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1  In  one  fraternal  bond  of  love, 

One  fellowship  of  mind, 
The  saints  below  and  saints  above 
Their  bliss  and  glory  find. 

2  Here,  in  their  house  of  pilgrimage, 

Thy  statutes  are  their  song ; 


There,  through  one  bright,  eternal  age, 

Thy  praises  they  prolong. 
3  Lord,  may  our  union  form  a  part 

Of  that  thrice  happy  whole. 
Derive  its  j>ulse  from  Thee,  the  heart, 

Its  life  from  Thee,  the  soul. 
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1  Happy  the  soul  to  Jesus  join'd. 

And  saved  by  grace  alone : 
Walking  in  allHis  ways,  they  find 
Their  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

2  The  Church  triumphant  in  Thy  love, 

Their  mighty  joys  we  know : 
They  sing  the  Lamb  in  hymns  above, 
And  we  in  hymns  below. 


3  Thee  in  Thy  glorious  realm  they  praise, 

And  bow  before  Thy  throne ; 
We  in  the  kingdom  of  Thy  grace : 
The  kingdoms  are  but  one. 

4  The  holv  to  the  holiest  leads;  • 

From  thence  our  spirits  rise ; 
nd  he  that  in  Thy  statutes  treads 
Shall  meet  Thee  in  the  skies. 
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1  0  Lord,  Thy  work  rivive 

In  Zion's  gloomy  hour; 
And  let  our  dying  graces  live 
By  Thy  restoring  power. 

2  Oh,  let  thy  chosen  few 

Awake  to  earnest  prayer, 
Their  solemn  vows  again  renew, 
And  walk  in  filial  fear. 


r^-^^ — . 


3  Thy  Spirit  then  will  speak 

Through  lips  of  humble  clay. 
Till  hearts  of  adamant  shall  break, 
Till  rebels  shall  obey. 

4  Now  lend  Thy  gracious  ear, 

Now  listen  to  our  cry  : 
Oh.  come,  and  bring  salvation  near  I 
Our  souls  on  Thee  rely. 


MOLUCCA.    8s,  7s,  4s. 


I.  B.  WOODBURY. 
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1  Saviour,  visit  Thy  plantation. 

Grant  us,  Ijord,  a  gracious  rain  ! 
All  will  come  to  desolation. 
Unless  Thou  return  again  ; 

Lord,  revive  us ; 
All  our  help  must  come  from  Thee! 

2  Kfeep  no  longer  at  a  distance, 

Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest,  for  want  of  Thine  assistance, 
Ev'ry  plant  should  droop  and  die : 
Lord,  etc. 

3  Dearest  Saviour,  hasten  hither. 

Thou  canst  make  them  bloom  again  ! 
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Oh,  permit  them  not  to  wither, 
Let  not  all  our  hopes  be  vain  I 
Lord,  etc. 
Let  our  mutual  love  be  fervent ; 
Make  us  prevalent  in  prayers ; 
Let  each  one,  esteem'd  Thy  servant. 
Shun  the  world's  bewitching  snares. 
Lord,  etc. 
Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power ; 
Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh  ; 
And  begin  from* this  good  hour 
To  revive  Thy  work  afresh. 
Lord,  etc. 
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THE  CHURCH. 

BALERMA.    CM. 


R.  SIMPSON. 


1  Blest  Jesus !  come  Thou  gently  down, 

And  fill  this  hallow'd  place : 
Oh,  make  Thy  glorious  goings  known, 
Diffuse  around  Thy  grace ! 

2  Shine,  dearest  Lord,  from  realms  of  day. 

Disperse  the  gloom  of  night ; 
Chase  all  our  clouds  and  doubts  away, 
And  turn  the  shades  to  light. 

3  Behold,  and  pity  from  above, 

Our  cold  and  languid  frame ; 


Oh,  shed  abroad  Thy  quick'ning  love, 
And  glorify  Thy  name. 

4  All-glorious  Saviour,  source  of  grace, 

To  Thee  we  raise  our  cry  : 
Unveil  the  beauties  of  Thy  face 
To  ev'ry  waiting  eye. 

5  Revive,  0  God,  desponding  saints. 

Who  languish,  droop,  and  sigh ; 
Refresh  the  soul  that  tires  and  faints, 
Fill  mourning  hearts  with  joy. 
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On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 

Lo !  the  sacred  herald  §tands, 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearingp 

Zion  lon^  in  hostile  lands: 
Mourning  captive ! 

God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 
Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful 
•  Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful 

By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved? 
Cease  thy  mourning ; 

Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 
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God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee; 

He  Himself  appears  thy  Friend ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee; 

Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end : 
Great  deliv'rance 

Zion's  King  vouchsafes  to  send. 
Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble; 

All  thy  wrongs  shall  be  redress'd; 
For  thy  shame  thou  shalt  have  double, 

In  thy  Maker's  favor  blest : 
All* thy  conflicts 

End  in  everlasting  rest! 
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1  Lord,  I  am  Thine,  entirely  Thine, 
Piirchase<l  and  saved  by  blood  divine; 
With  full  consent  Thine  I  would  be, 
And  own  Thy  so v' reign  right  in  me. 

2  Here,  Lord,  ray  life,  my  soul,  my  all, 
I  yield  to  Thee  beyondrecall ; 
Accept  Thine  own,  so  long  withheld, 
Accept  what  1  so  freely  yield ! 

3  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  Thy  grace  ; 


A  wretched  sinner,  lost  to  God, 
But  ransomed  by  Immanuel's  blood. 

4  Thine  would  I  live,  Thine  would  I  die, 
Be  Thine  through  all  eternity ; 
The  vow  is  past  beyond  repeal  j 
Now  will  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

6  Do  Thou  assist  a  feeble  worm ; 
The  great  engagement  to  perform  ; 
Thy  grace  assistance  can  extend. 
And  on  that  grace  I  will  depend. 


HEBRON.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 


1  Now  I  resolve,  with  all  my  heart, 

With  all  my  power  to  serve  the 

Nor  from  His  ways  will  I  depart. 

Whose  service  is  a  rich  reward. 

2  Oh,  be  this  service  all  my  joy  I 

Around  let  my  example  shine, 
Till  others  love  the  blest  employ, 
And  join  in  labors  so  divine. 


3  Be  this  the  purpose  of  my  soul. 
Lord ;  My  solemn,  my  determined  choice, 

To  yield  to  His  supreme  control. 
And  in  His  kind  commands  rejoiced 

4  Oh,  may  I  never  faint  nor  tire. 
Nor,  wand'ring,  leave  His  sacred  ways; 

Great  God !  accept  my  soul's  desire. 
And  give  me  stTexveiVv  \Ai  \\N^'l\i^  ^-wSfife* 


THE  CHURCH. 

TRURO.    L.  M. 


C.  BURNEY. 


d 


i     w    1 


te#^^^^^^^^ 


^ 


«:* 


-^ — — '^'\ i — 


■»■ 


■^ 


*>- 


i*-«-t+ 


g: 


2-  -^       J 


-| ' ■'^sJ M -) LJ5? 


lEJ^^fe^ 


I 


3=5 


;^ 


J 


;_.„i^,^_irj 


— 1-( 

r 


tl3 


^="-:g^ 


09 


1  Oh,  happy  day  that  fix'd  my  choice 

On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  I 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  Oh,  happy  bond  that  seals  my  vows 

To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love! 
I'll  praise  Him  in  His  sacred  house. 
And  gladly  to  His  altar  move. 

3  Now  with  His  saints  I  choose  my  part ; 

With  them  I  come  a  welcome  guest ; 


Here  rest,  my  once  divided  heart ; 
In  Him,  thy  blissful  portion,  rest. 

4  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction  's  done: 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine : 
He  drew  me,  and  I  folio w'd  on, 
Oharm'd  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

5  High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renew  d  shall  daily  hear, 
Till,  call'd  at  last  from  all  below, 
I  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 
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People  of  the  living  God, 

I  nave  sought  the  world  around, 
;Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod. 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns, 

Turns  a  fugitive  unblest ; 
Brethren,  where  your  altar  burns, 

Oh,  receive  me  into  rest ! 


Lonely  I  no  longer  roam. 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  ray  home. 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave. 
Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore ; 

Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine; 
Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more, 

Ev'ry  idol  I  resign. 
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sus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 

oes  his  successive  iourneys  run ; 

is  kingdom  stretcn  from  shore  to  shore, 

ill  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 


Bople  and  realms  of  ev'ry  tongue 
well  on  His  love  with  grateful  song ; 
nd  with  united  hearts  proclaim 
bat  grace  and  truth  by  Jesus  came. 
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3  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns : 
The  pris'ner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains, 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 
And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 


4  Where  He  displays  His  healing  power. 
The  sting  of  death  is  known  no  more : 
In  Him  the  sons  of  Adam  boast 
More  blessings  than  tUevx  fa.i\\«t  Voi^X., 
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1  Wake  the  song  of  jubilee ! 
Let  it  echo  o'er  the  sea : 

Now  is  come  the  promised  hour ; 
Jesus  reigns  with  sov'reign  power. 

2  All  ye  nations,  loin  and  sing. 

•'  Christ,  of  lords  and  kings,  is  King ! " 


Let  it  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
"  Jesus  reigns  for  evermore !  " 
3  Now  the  desert  lands  rejoice, 
And  the  islands  join  their  voice; 
Joy !  the  whole  creation  sings, 
"  Jesus  is  the  King  of  kings  I  " 
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Hark !  the  song  of  iubilee, 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 
Or  the  fulness  of  the  sea 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore : 
Hallelujah  !  for  the  Lord 

God  Omnipotent  shall  reign  ; 
Hallelujah  !  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main ! 
Hallelujah  !  hark  !  the  sound, 

From  the  depth  unto  the  skies, 
W^akes  above,  oeneath,  around, 

AW  creation's  liannonies : 
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See  Jehovah's  banner  furled,  [do"^ 

Sheathed  His  sword ;    He  speaks— 't3 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  His  Son. 
He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  illimitable  sway ; 
He  shall  reign  when,  like  a  scroll, 

Yonder  heavens  have  pass'd  away: 
Then  the  end — beneath  His  rod 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall ; 
Hallelujah !  Christ  is  God, 

God  in  Christ  is  all  in  all. 
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1  Lord,  send  Thy  word,  and  let  it  fly, 
Arm'd  with  Thy  Spirit's  power ; 
Ten  thousand  shall  confess  its  sway, 
And  bless  the  saving  hour. 


2  Beneath  the  influence  of  Thy  grace, 
The  barren  wastes  shall  rise, 
With  verdure  and  with  fruits  array' d, 
A  blooming  paradise. 


3  True  holiness  shall  strike  its  root 
In  each  regen'rate  heart; 
Shall  in  a  growth  divine  arise, 
And  heavenly  fruits  impart. 


4  Peace,  with  her  olives  crown*d,  shall  stretch 
Her  wings  from  shore  to  shore ; 
No  trump  shall  rouse  the  rage  of  war, 
Nor  murd'rous  cannon  roar. 


5  Lord,  for  those  days  we  wait—those  days 
Are  in  Thy  word  foretold ; 
Fly  swifter,  sun  and  stars,  and  bring 
This  promised  age  of  gold  I 
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1  Watchmen  !  tell  us  of  the  night, 
What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 

Trav'lcr!  o'er  yon  mountains  height 
See  the  glory-beaming  star ! 

Watchmen  !  does  its  beauteous  ray 
Au^ht  of  joy  or  hope  foretell  ? 


Trav'lerl  yes :  it  brings  the  day, 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 
2  Watchman  !  tell  ua  of  the  night : 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Trav'ler!  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth  its  course  portends. 
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Watchman !  will  its  beams  alone 
Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 

Trav'ler !  ages  are  its  own  ; 
See !  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth  ! 
3  Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night, 
For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 


Trav'ler  I  darkness  takes  its  flight 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman !  let  thy  wand' rings  cease; 
Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 

Trav'ler !  lo !  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Lo !  the  Son  of  God  is  come ! 


HOLBROOK.    78.    D. 


J.  p.  HOLBROOK. 


i 


le 


5== 


■#-*—« 


V     i  i 


^^r~^ 


g 


rtv^T-n'=f^^ 


^ff^— gT^^^£=gT]^^ 


^m 


^ 


/T\ 


^^ 


lS 


% 


rTT' g  Tlf  cl?"c  V 


Wi 


^^m 


-# — 0 


fe 


u     i 


^m 


6^^^ 


it 


■#-5 0- 


""irr'lT-l 


9i 


P^ 


tSTf-'— y 


r^ 


& 


■j^-jt 


/Ts 


ij 


197 


THE  CHURCH. 

MORNINGTON.    S.  M. 


EARL  MORNING 


^^ 


t 


£ 


i 


¥ 


F=f^ 


1 


49— 


P^gS 


■<»- 


i 


-<S»- 


i 


-•S^ 


■<5^ 


aiJX 


W; 


:^: 


g 


0     4  J 


t 


•J*-      -=»• 


r-f 


1  O  Lord  our  God !  arise ; 

The  cause  of  truth  mamtain ; 
And  wide  all  o'er  the  peopled  world 
Extend  her  blessed  reign. 

2  Thou  Prince  of  life !  arise, 

Nor  let  Thy  glory  cease ; 
Far  spread  the  conquests  of  Thy  grace, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 
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3  0  Holy  Spirit!  rise, 

Expand  Thy  heavenly  wing. 
And  o'er  a  dark  and  ruin'd  world 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 

^  Oh,  all  ye  nations !  rise. 
To  God  the  Saviour  sing ; 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  earth  to  h< 
Let  echoing  anthems  ring. 
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1  Pity  the  nations,  0  our  God ! 
Constrain  the  earth  to  come ; 
Send  Thy  victorious  word  abroad, 
And  bring  the  strangers  home. 
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2  We  long  to  see  Thv  churches  full, 
That  all  Thy  faithful  race 
May,  with  one  voice  and  heart  and 
Sing  Thy  redeeming  grace. 
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1  Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  time, 
When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 
Ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  clime, 
Shall  the  gospel  call  obey. 


2  Mightiest  kings  His  power  shall  own, 
Heathen  tribes  His  name  adore ; 
Satan  and  his  host,  o'erthrown. 
Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more. 


3  Then  shall  war  and  tumult  cease, 
Then  be  banish'd  grief  and  pain ; 
Righteousness  and  joy  and  peace 
IJndisturb'd  shall  ever  reign. 


4  Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord, 
Ever  praise  His  glorious  Name ; 
All  His  mighty  acts  record. 
All  His  wondrous  love  proclaim. 
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From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand — 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 


What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle; 
Though  ev'ry  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone ! 


Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high— 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted. 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  T 
Salvation,  ol^,  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  leam'd  Messiah's  name. 


Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story. 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransom'd  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign ! 
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!  of  the  harvest  I  hear 
le  needy  servants*  cry : 
Rrer  our  faith's  effectual  prayer, 
id  all  our  wants  supply. 
?hee  we  humbly  wait ; 
ir  wants  are  in  Thy  view : 
harvest  truly,  Lord !  is  great, 
le  laborers  are  few. 


irert  and  send  forth  more 
to  Thy  Church  abroad  ; 
let  them  speak  Thy  word  of  power, 
3  workers  with  their  God. 


Give  the  pure  gospel-word. 

The  word  of  general  grace ; 
Thee  let  them  preach,  the  common  Lord, 

The  Saviour  of  our  race. 


3  Oh,  let  them  spread  Thy  name ; 

Tlieir  mission  fully  prove; 
Thy  universal  grace  proclaim. 

Thy  all-redeeming  love. 
On  ail  mankind,  forgiven, 

Empower  them  still  to  call, 
And  tell  each  creature  under  heaven, 

That  Thou  hast  died  for  all. 
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1  Oh,  that  the  Lord's  salvation 
Were  out  of  Zion  come, 
To  heal  His  ancient  nation, 
To  lead  His  outcasts  home! 


2  How  long  the  holy  city 

Shall  heathen  feet  profane  ? 
Return,  0  Lord,  in  pity ; 
Rebuild  her  walls  again. 


3  Let  fall  Thy  rod  of  terror, 
Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 
Roll  DBiCk  the  veil  of  error, 
Release  the  fetter' d  heart. 


4  Let  Israel,  home  returning, 
Her  lost  Messiah  see; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning, 
And  bind  Thy  Church  to  Thee. 
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1  Triumphant  Zion  !  lift  thy  head 
From  dust  aud  darkness  and  the  dead ; 
Though  humbled  long,  awake  at  length, 
And  gird  thee  with  thy  Saviour's  strength. 

2  Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on, 
And  let  thy  various  charms  he  known  : 
Then,  deck'd  in  robes  of  righteousness, 
The  world  thy  glories  shall  confess. 


3  No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade, 
And  fill  thy  hallow'd  walls  with  dread  ; 
No  more  shall  hell's  insulting  host 
Their  vict'ry  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 

4  God,  from  on  high,  thy  groans  will  hear; 
His  hand  thy  ruins  shall  repair ; 

Nor  will  thy  watchful  Monarch  cease 
To  guard  thee  in  eternal  peace. 
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1  Behold  th'  expected  time  draw  near, 
The  shades  disperse,  the  dawn  appear; 
The  barren  wilderness  assume 

The  beauteous  tints  of  Eden's  bloom. 

2  Events  with  prophecies  conspire 
To  raise  our  faith,  our  zeal  to  fire : 
The  rip'ning  fields,  already  white, 

•  Present  a  harvest  to  our  sight. 


Come,  let  us  with  a  grateful  heart 
In  this  blest  labor  share  a  part, 
Our  prayers  and  off' rings  gladly  bring 
To  aid  the.  triumphs  of  our  King. 
Our  hearts  exult  in  songs  of  praise 
That  we  have  seen  these  latter  days, 
When  our  Redeemer  shall  be  known 
Where  Satan  Voiig  \iaa  \\^\^\m  >b\xtQrwii, 
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1  0  Zion,  afflicted  with  wave  upon  wave, 

Whom  no  man  can  comfort,  whom  no  man  can  savo 
With  darkness  surrounded,  by  terrors  dismay'd, 
In  toiling  and  rowing,  thy  strength  is  decay'd. 

2  Loud  roaring,  the  billows  now  nigh  overwhelm, 
But  skilful's  the  Pilot  who  sits  at  the  helm ; 
His  wisdom  conducts  thee,  His  power  defends  ; 
In  safety  and  quiet  thy  warfare  He  ends. 

3  *'  0  fearful !  0  faithless ! "  in  mercy  He  cries ; 

"  My  promise,  my  truth,  are  they  light  in  thine  eyes? 
Still,  still  I  am  with  thee,  my  promise  shall  stand ; 
Through  tempest  and  tossing  I'll  bring  thee  to  land." 
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1  Behold,  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise 
Above  the  mountains  and  the  hills, 
And  draw  the  wond'ring  eyes. 

2  To  this,  the  joyful  nations  round, 

All  tribes  and  tongues,  shall  flow : 
"Up  to  the  hill  of  God,'*  they  say, 
"And  to  His  house  we'll  go." 

^  The  beam  that  shines  on  Zion's  hill 
Shall  lighten  ev'ry  land : 


The  King  who  reigns  in  Zion's  towers 
Shall  all  the  world  command. 


A  No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign, 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years :      [swords, 
To  plouglishares  men  shall  beat  their 
To  pruning-hooks  their  spears. 

6  Come,  then,  oh,  come  from  ev'ry  land, 
To  worship  at  His  shrine; 
And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 
With  holy  beauty  ghme» 
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foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more,  Sliall  oppress  thee  no  more,  no  more,      no   more. 
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1  Daughter  of  Zion,  awake  from  thy  sad- '  They  fled  like  the  chaff  from  the  scourge 

ness;                                                         |  that  pursued  them, 

Awake !  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  ;  Vain  were  their  steeds,  and  their  chariots 

no  more;                                               i  of  war. 

Brigl^t  o'er  the  hills  dawns  the  day.star  of  '3  ^       j^^er  of  Zion,  the  Power  that  hatl. 

gladness,  °  a„ygfi  thee 

Rise !  for  the  night  of  thy  sorrow  is  o'er.  g^^^„,^  ^.^,^  ^^^  ^^^p  ^^^  ^^^  tj^b^el 


2  Strong  were  thy  foes;  but  the  arm  that 
subdued  them, 
And  scatter'd  their  legions,  was  mightier 
far; 


should  be ; 
Shout !   for  the  foe  is  destroy'd  that  en- 
slaved thee,  ^    . 
Th'  oppressor  is  vanquish'd,  and  ZionU 
freel 
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1  Hark !  what  mean  those  holy  voices, 

Sweetly  sounding  through  the  skies? 
Lo!  the  angelic  host  rejoices; 
Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise. 

2  Hear  them  tell  the  wondrous  story, 
1^  Hear  them  chant,  in  hymns  of  joy, 
"Glory  in  the  highest — ^glory  ! 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high  I 

^  "Peace  on  earth,  good  will  from  heaven, 
Beaching  fax  as  man  is  found ; 
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Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven ! 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 

"  Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed ; 

Heaven  and  earth  His  praises  sing  I 
Oh,  receive  whom  God  appointed 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King  1 

"  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  Him ; 

Learn  Ilis  name,  and  taste  His  joy : 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  Him, 

"  Glory  b«  to  God  mo?X.\i\^V' 
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1  Hark  I  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled." 


2  Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise; 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies ; 
With  th'  angelic  hosts  proclaim, 
"  Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 


3  Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by ; 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die ; 


Born  to  taise  the  sons  of  earth ; 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 

4  Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  P€ 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  I 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, 
Bisen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 


5  Let  us  then  with  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-bom  King  I— 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled  I " 
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1  Hark  I  hark !  the  notes  of  joy 

Roll  o'er  the  heavenly  plains, 
And  seraphs  find  employ 

For  their  subliniest  strains : 
Some  new  delight  in  heaven  is  known  ; 
Loud  sound  the  harps  around  the  throne. 

2  Hark !  hark !  the  sounds  draw  nigh ; 

The  jovilil  hosts  descend ; 
The  Lord  forsakes  the  skv ; 

To  earth  His  footsteps  bend ; 
He  conges  to  bless  our  fallen  race ; 
He  QomeB  wiUi  messages  of  grace. 
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3  Bear,  bear  the  tidings  round , 

Let  ev'ry  mortal  know 
What  love  in  God  is  found, 

What  pity  He  can  show : 
Ye  winds  that  blow,  ye  waves  that  roll, 
Convey  the  news  from  pole  to  pole. 

4  Strike,  strike  the  harps  again, 

To  great  Immanuers.narae; 
Arise,  ye  sons  of  men. 

And  all  His  grace  proclaim  : 
Angels  and  men,  wake  ev'ry  string; 
'Tis  God  the  Saviowi'^  "^xvii'k.  ^^  ^YCi%, 
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1  Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  iiighfc 

Come  heaven's  melodious  strainB, 
Where  wild  Judea  stretches  far 
Her  silver'mantled  plaina* 

• 

2  Celestial  choirs,  from  courts  above, 

Shed  sacred  glories  there. 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres, 
Make  music  on  the  air. 

3  The  joyous  hills  of  Palestine 

Send  back  the  glad  reply, 
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And  greet,  from  all  their  holy  heights, 
The  day-spring  from  on  high. 

O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 
There  comes  a  holier  calm. 

And  Sharon  waves,  in  solemn  praise, 
Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

"  Glory  to  God ! "  the  sounding  skies 

Aloud  with  anthems  ring  j 
*'  Peace  to  the  earth,  good  will  to  meiif 

From  heaven's  eternal  King !  '* 
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iCome  hither,  ye    faithful,  triumphantl . 

sing:  [King"! 

voraesee  in  the  manger  the  angels'  dread 

To  Bethlehem  hasten  with  joyful  accord ; 

^\  come  ye,  come  hither,  to'  worship  tin 

Lord! 


^  Tme  Son  of  the  Father,  He  comes  from 
the  skies ; 
To  be  born  of  a  virgin  He  does  not  despise  ; 
To  Bethlehem  hasten  with  joyful  accord  ; 
^h,  come  ye,  come  hither,  to  worship  the 
Lord  1 . 


8  Hark  I  hark  to  the  angels,  all  singing  in 

heaven, 
*'  To  God  in  the  highest  all  glory  be  given ! ' ' 
To  Bethlehem  hasten  with  joyful  accord ; 
Oh,  come  ye,  come  hither,  to  worship  the 

Lord  I 


4  To  Thee  then ,  0  Jesus,  this  day  of  Thy  birth , 
Be  glory  and  honor  thro'  heaven  and  earth, 
True     Godhead     incarnate,    omnipotent 

Word ! 
Oh,  come,  \etMaVia"sVerv\,o'^oT^Y^>^\^\AQt$v\ 
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1  Angels  1  from  the  realms  of  glory, 

Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth ; 
Ye,  who  sang  creation's  story, 

Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth  : 
Come  and  worship — 
Worship  Christ,  tlie  new-bom  King. 

2  Shepherds !  in  the  field  abiding,    • 

Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 
God  with  man  is  now  residing, 

Yonder  shines  the  heavenly  light : 
Come  and  worship — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 


3  Sages !  leave  your  contemplations; 

Brighter  visions  beam  afar : 
Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations, 

Ye  have  seen  His  natal  star : 
Come  and  worship — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

4  Saints!  before  the  altar  bendinjp:, 

Watcliing  long  in  hope  and  rear, 
Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending, 

In  His  temple  shall  appear : 
Come  and  worship—- 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 
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1  Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
Nail'd  to  the  sliameful  tree ! 
How  vast  the  love  that  Him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  thee  I 


2  Hark!  how  He  groans!  while  nature  shakes, 
And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend  I 
The  temple's  Veil  in  sunder  breaks, 
Tlie  solid  marbles  rend. 


3  'Tis  done !  the  precious  ransom's  paid  : 
'*  Receive  my  soul !  *'  He  cries : 
See  where  He  bows  His  sacred  head  I 
He  bows  His  head  and  dies  I 


4  But  soon  He'll  break  death's  envious  chain. 
And  in  full  glory  shine ; 
O  Lamb  of  God !  was  ever  x^ain, 
Was  ever  love  like  Thine  I 
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1  From  Calvary  a  cry  was  heard, 

A  bitter  and  heart-rending  cry ; 
My  Saviour!  ev'ry  mournful  word 
Bespeaks  Thy  soul's  deep  agony. 

2  The  scourge,  the  tliorns,  the  deep  disgrace — 

These Tlioucouldst  bear,  nor  once  repine; 
But  wlien  Jehovah  veil'd  His  face, 
^      Unutterable  pangs  were  Thme. 


3  Let  the  dumb  world  its  silence  break ; 

Let  pealing  anther^s  rend  the  sky ; 
Awake,  my  sluggish  soul,  awake! 
He  died,  that  we  might  never  die. 

4  Lord  I  on  Thy  cross  I  fix  mine  eye : 

If  e'er  I  lose  its  strong  control, 
Oh,  let  that  dying,  piercing  cry 
Melt  and  reclaim  my  wand'fing  soul. 
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Saviour,  when  in  dust,  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  streaming  eyes : 
Oh,  by  all  Thy  pain  and  woe, 
Suffer'd  once  for  man  below. 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  Thy  people  while  they  cry. 
By  Thy  birth  and  early  years. 
By  Thy  human  griefs  and  fears. 
By  Thy  fasting  and  distress 
In  the  lonely  wilderness : 
By  Thy  vict'ry  in  the  hour 
Of  the  subtle  tempter's  power ; 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye ; 
Hear  Thy  people  while  they  cry. 
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By  Thine  hour  of  dark  despair, 

By  Thine  agony  of  prayer, 

By  the  purple  robe  of  scorn. 

By  Thy  wounds — Thy  crown  of  thorn 

By  Thy  cross — Thy  pangs  and  cries ; 

By  Thy  perfect  sacrifice ; 

Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye ; 

Hear  Thy  people  while  they  cry. 

By  Thy  deep  expiring  groan, 

By  the  seal'd  sepulchral  stone. 

By  Thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

By  Thy  power  from  death  to  savo; 

Mighty  God,  ascended  Lord, 

To  Thy  throne  in  heaven  restored, 

Saviour,  Prince,  exalted  higli, 

Hear  Thy  people  while  they  cry. 
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1  There  is  a  dear  and  hallow' d  spot 

Oft  present  to  my  eye ; 
By  saints  it  ne'er  can  be  forgot ; 
That  place  is  Calvary. 

2  Oh,  what  a  scene  was  there  displayed 

Of  love  and  agony, 
When  our  Redeemer  bow'd  His  head, 
And  died  on  Calvary ! 

3  When  funting  under  guilt's  dread  load, 

Unto  the  cross  I'll  fly ; 
And  trust  the  merit  of  that  blood 
Which  flow'd  at  Calvary. 

4  Whene'er  I  feel  temptation's  power, 

On  Jesus  I'll  rely ; 
And,  in  the  sharp,  conflicting  hour, 
Repair  to  Calyary. 

6  When  seated  at  the  feast  of  love, 
Then  will  I  fix  mine  eye 
On  Him  who  intercedes  above, 
Who  bled  on  Calvary. 

6  When  the  dark  scene  of  death,  the  last 
Momentous  hour  draws  nigh. 
Then,  with  my  dying  eyes,  I'll  cast 
A  look  on  Calvary. 
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1  "Christ,  the  Lord,  has  risen  to-day," 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say, 

Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high ; 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and,  earth,  reply. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done ; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  hattle  won : 
Lo !  our  Sun*s  eclipse  is  o'er, 

Lo  I  He  sets  in  blood  no  more, 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal; 
Christ  has  bur^t  the  gates  of  hell. 
Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise ; 
Christ  has  open'd  Paradise. 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King : 
Where,  O  death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Dying  once.  He  all  doth  save : 
Where  thy  victory,  O  grave? 
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1  All  hail  the  glorious  mom 

That  saw  our  Saviour  rise, 
With  vict'ry  bright  adom'd, 

And  triumph  in  His  eyes ! 
Ye  saints,  extol  your  risen  Lord, 
And  sing  His  praise  with  sweet  accord. 

2  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  atoning  Sacrifice, 
Sustains  the  dreadful  load 

Of  man's  iniquities ; 
I>eath,  sin,  and  hell,  our  cruel  foes, 
All  vanquish'd  fell  when  Jesus  rose. 


3  The  Conqueror  ascends 

In  triumph  to  the  skies : 
Celestial  hosts  attend, 

To  crown  His  victories ; 
Hark  I  they  proclaim  His  glorious  name ; 
And  heaven  resounds  Immanuel's  fame. 

4  Now  to  the  throne  above 

Let  ev'ry  saint  draw  near ; 
There  dwells  incarnate  love ; 

Grace  sits  triumphant  there ; 
See  mercy  smile,  e'en  on  that  throne 
Where  once  did  wrath  ft.\vd\\3a\.\R^^<i"«^. 
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1  How  calm  and  beautiful  the  mom 
That  gilds  the  sacred  tomb, 
Where  once  the  Crucified  was  borne, 

And  veil'd  in  midnight  gloom. 
Oh,  weep  no  more  the  Saviour  slain, 
The  Lord  is  risen.  He  lives  again. 


2  Ye  mourning' saints,  dry  ev'ry  tear 

For  your  departed  Lord  ; 
*'  Behold  the  place,  He  is  not  here," 

The  tomb  is  all  unbarr'd; 
The  gates  of  death  were  closed  in  vain. 
The  Lord  is  risen,  He  lives  again. 


3  How  tranquil  now  the  rising  day ! 
'Tis  Jesus  still  appears, 
A  risen  Lord,  to  chase  away 

Your  unbelieving  fears : 
Oh,  weep  no  more  your  comforts  slain. 
The  Lord  is  risen.  He  lives  again. 


4  And  when  the  shades  of  evening  &U 
When  life's  last  hour  draws  nigh. 
If  Jesus  shine  upon  the  soul. 

How  blissful  then  to  die : 
Since  he  has  risen  who  once  was  slaia< 
Ye  die  in  Christ  to  live  again. 
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1  Yes,  the  Redeemer  rose, 
The  Saviour  left  tlie  dead, 
And  o'er  our  hellish  foes 
High  raised  His  conq'ring  head. 
In  wild  dismay, 
The  guards  around 
Fall  to  the  ground 
And  sink  away. 


2  Lo !  the  angelic  bands 
In  full  assembly  meet, 
To  wait  His  high  commands, 
And  worship  at  His  feet. 
Joyful  they  come, 
And  wing  their  way 
From  realms  of  day 
To  Jesus'  tomb. 


Then  back  to  heaven  they  fly, 

The  joyful  news  to  bear. 
Hark !  as  they  soar  on  high. 
What  music  fills  the  air ! 
Their  anthems  say : 
"Jesus,  who  bled, 
Hath  left  the  dead  ; 
He  rose  to-day." 


Ye  mortals,  catch  the  sound, 

Redeem'd  by  Him  from  hell ; 
And  send  the  echo  round 
The  globe  on  which  you  dwell. 
With  Christ  we  rise, 
With  Christ  we  reign, 
And  empires  gain 
Bevond  U\^  ^I'A^. 
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1  Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise 
To  His  throne  above  the  skies ! 
Christ,  the  l^amb  for  sinners  given, 
Enters  now  the  highest  heaven. 


2  There  for  Hira  high  triumph  waits; 
liift  your  heads,  eternal  gates ! 
He  hath  conquered  death  and  sin; 
Take  the  King  of  Glory  in ! 
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FESTIVALS— ASCENSION  DAY. 


the  heaven  its  Lord  receives, 
\ie  loves  the  earth  He  leaves ; 
igh  returning  to  His  throne, 
He  calls  mankind  His  own. 

He  lifts  His  hands  ahove ; 
He  shows  the  prints  of  love ; 
!  His  gracious  lips  bestow 
inga  on  His  Church  below. 

Tor  ns  He  intercedes, 
•revailing  death  He  pleads. 
Himself  prepares  our  place, 
le  first-fruits  of  our  race. 

though  parted  from  our  sight 
bove  tlie  starry  height, 
t  our  hearts  may  thither  rise, 
ng  Thee  above  the  skies. 


1  Jesus,  our  triumphant  Head, 
Risen  victorious  from  the  dead, 
To  the  realms  of  glory's  gone, 
To  ascend  His  rightful  throne. 

2  Cherubs  on  the  Conq'ror  gaze. 
Seraphs  glow  with  brighter  blaze ; 
Each  bright  order  of  the  sky 
Hails  Him  as  He  passes  by. 

3  Sinners !  join  the  heavenly  powers. 
For  redemption  all  is  ours. 
Humble  penitents  shall  prove 
Blood-bought  pardon,  dying  love. 

4  Hail,  thou  dear,  thou  worthy  Lord! 
Holy  I  jamb !  incarnate  Word ! 
Hail,  Thou  suif'ring  Son  of  God  I 
Take  the  trophies  of  Thy  blood. 


BLENDON.    L.  M. 


F.  GIARDINI. 
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d  has  risen  from  the  dead ; 
esns  has  gone  up  on  high  I 
7ers  of  hell  are  captive  led, 
'd  to  the  pdrtala  of  the  sky. 

is  trkimphal  chariot  waits, 
ngels  chant  the  solemn  lay : 
)  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ' 
srlasting  doors,  give  way !  '* 


S  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light, 
And  wide  unfold  the  radiant  scene; 
He  claims  those  mansions  as  His  right : 
Receive  the  King  of  Glory  in. 

4  Who  is  the  King  of  Glory,  who  7 
The  Lord  that  all  His  foes  o'ercame, 
The  world,  sin,  death,  and  hell  o'erthrew; 
And  Jesus  is  the  Cotvc!^XQt'%xwvai'%. 
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PENTECOST. 


MORRIS  CHANT.    CM.    w. b. bradbury. 
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1  Spirit  of  truth,  on  this  Thy  day, 

To  Thee  for  help  we  cry. 
To  guide  us  through  the  weary  way 
Of  dark  mortality. 

2  "We  ask  not,  Lord,  the  cloven  flame, 

Or  tongues  of  various  tone ; 
But  long  Thy  praises  to  proclaim, 
With  fervor  in  our  own. 


3  We  mourn  not  that  prophetic  skill 

Is  found  on  earth  no  more : 
Enough  for  us  to  trace  Thy  will 
In  Scripture's  sacred  lore. 

4  When  tongues  shall  cease,  and  power  decay, 

And  knowledge  empty  prove. 
Do  Thou  Thy  trembling  servants  stay 
With  faith,  and  hope,  and  love. 


HARTEL.    L.  M. 
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1  Spirit  of  mercy,  truth,  and  love. 

Oh,  shed  Thine  influence  from  above; 
And  still  from  age  to  age  convey 
The  wonders  of  this  sacred  day. 

2  In  ev'ry  clime,  by  ev'ry  tongue, 
Be  God's  surpassing  glory  sung ; 
I^et  all  the  list'ning  earth  be  taught 
The  wonders  by  our  Saviour  wrought. 
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Unfailing  comfort,  heavenly  Guide, 
Still  o'er  Thy  holy  Church  preside ; 
Still  let  mankind  Thv  blessings  prove  i 
Spirit  of  mercy,  trutn,  and  love. 

0  Holy  Father,  Holy  Son, 
And  Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One; 
Thy  grace  devoutly  we  implore. 
Thy  name  be  praised  for  evermore. 
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FESTIVALS— PENTECOST. 

HAYDN.    S.  M. 


F.  J.  HAYDN. 
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1  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost! 
In  this  accepted  hour, 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  iu  all  Thy  power. 


2  We  meet  with  one  accord 
In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 


3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 
Upon  the  waves  heneath. 
Move  with  one  impulse  ev'ry  mind ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 


4  The  young,  the  old  inspire 
With  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire, 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 
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THE  MEANS  OF  GRACE. 
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1  Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines ! 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

ExhaustlesA  riches  find ; 
Riches  abovawhat  earth  can  grant, 
And  lastinf  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  v.oice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around ; 


And  life  and  everlasting  joy8 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 


4  Oh,  may  these  heavenly,  pages  be 
My  ever  dear  delight'; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  1  see, 
And  still  increasing  light  I 

6  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord! 
Be  Thou  forever  near ; 
Teach  me  to  love  Thy  sacred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 
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THE  WORD. 

NASHVILLE.    L.  P.  M. 
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1  I  love  the  volume  of  Thy  Word : 
What  light  and  joy  those  leaves  afford 

To  souls  benighted  and  distrest ! 
Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way ; 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  stray ; 

Thy  promise  leads  my  heart  to  rest. 

2  Thy  threat'nings  wake  my  slumb'ring  eyes, 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies ; 

But  'tis  Thy  blessed  gospel,  Lord, 
That  makes  my  guilty  conscience  clean, 
Converts  my  soul,  subdues  my  sin, 

And  gives  a  free,  but  large  reward. 

3  Who  knows  the  errors  of  His  thoughts  ? 
My  God,  forgive  my  secret  faults, 

And  from  presumptuous  sins  restrain. 
Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praise, 
That  I  have  read  Thy  Book  of  grace 

And  book  of  nature  not  in  vain. 
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THE  MEANS  OF  GRACE. 
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1  A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page, 

Majestic  like  the  sun  ; 
It  gives  a  light  to  ev'ry  age, 
It  gives— but  borrows  none. 

2  The  hand  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat : 
His  truths  upon  the  nations  rise, 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 
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3  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  Thine, 

For  such  a  bright  display, 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

4  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  Him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 


BOARDMAN.    CM. 


DEVEREUX. 


1  How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts. 
And  guard  their  lives  from  sin  ? 
Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  imparts 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 
.2  'Tis  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light 
That  guides  us  all  the  day ; 
And  through  the  dangers  of  the  night 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 


3  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wise 

I  hate  the  sinner's  road ; 
I  hate  mine  own  vain  thoughts  that  ris©> 
But  love  Thy  law,  my  God. 

4  Thy  word  is  everlasting  truth ; 

How  pure  is  ev'ry  page  I 
That  holy  book  shall  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  support  our  age. 
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THE  WORD. 
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1  How  precious  is  the  Book  divine, 

By  inspiration  given ! 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  sliine, 
To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears ; 


I 


life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts, 

And  quells  our  rising  fears. 
3  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 

Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way, 
Till  we  hehold  th^clearer  light 

Of  an  eternal  day. 


EASTON.    L.M. 


W.  A.  MOZART. 


1  "When  Israel  through  the  desert  pass'd, 
A  fiery  pillar  went  before, 
To  guide  them  through  the  dreary  waste, 

And  lessen  the  fatigues  they  bore. 
2  Such  is  Thy  glorious  word,  0  God  1 
'Tis  for  our  light  and  guidance  given  ; 
It  sheds  a  lustre  all  abroad. 
And  points  the  path  to  bliss  and  heaven. 
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It  fills  the  soul  with  sweet  delight, 

And  quickens  its  inactive  powers ; 
It  sets  our  wand'ring  footsteps  right ; 

Displays  Thy  love,  and  kindles  ours. 
Ye  favor'd  lands,  that  have  this  word, 

Ye  saints,  who  feel  its  saving  power, 
Unite  yoiir  tongues  to  praise  the  liOrd^ 

And  Hia  dlatiiv^vnsV^  ^^c,^  ^tort^* 


THE  MEANS  OF  GRACE. 
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i  Thou  lovely  Source  of  true  delight, 
Whom  I  unseen  adore! 
Unveil  Thy  beautifes  to  my  sight, 
That  I  may  love  Thee  more. 

2  Thy  glory  o'er  creation  shines ; 

But  in  Thy  sacred  word, 
I  read  in  fairer,  brighter  lines. 
My  bleeding,  dying  Lord. 

3  'Tis  here,  wliene'er  my  comforts  droop. 

And  sins  and  sorrows  rise, 


Thy  love,  with  cheerftil  beams  of  hope 

My  fainting  heart  supplies. 
4  Jesus !  my  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Light, 

Oh,  come  with  blissful  ray  ; 
Break  radiant  through  the  shades  of  night, 

And  chase  my  fears  away. 
6  Then  shall  my  soul  with  rapture  trace 

The  wonders  of  Thy  love ; 
But  the  full  glories  of  Thy  face 

Are  only  known  above. 
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1  Let  plenteous  grace  descend  on  those 

Who,  hoping  in  His  word, 
This  day  have  publicly  declared 
That  Jesus  is  their  Lord. 

2  With  cheerful  feet  may  they  go  on 

And  run  the  Christian  race ; 
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And  in  the  troubles  of  the  way 

Find  all-sufficient  grace. 
3  And  when  the  awful  message  comes 

To  call  their  souls  away. 
May  they  be  found  prepared  to  live 

In  realms  of  endless  day. 
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BAPTISM. 

SOLITUDE.    7s. 
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1  Pardoned  through  redeeming  grace, 

In  Thy  blessed  Son  reveal'd ; 
Worshipping  before  Thy  face. 
Lord,  to  Thee  ourselves  we  yield. 

2  Thou  the  sacrifice  receive, 

Humbly  offer'd  through  Thy  Son ; 
Quicken  us  in  Him  to  live ; 
Lord,  in  us  Thy  will  be  done. 
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3  By  the  hallow* d  outward  sign, 

By  the  cleansing  grace  within, 
Seal,  and  make  us  wholly  Thine ; 
Wash,  and  keep  us  pure  from  sin. 

4  Caird  to  bear  the  Christian  name, 

May  our  vows  and  life  accord, 
And  our  cv'ry  deed  proclaim 
'*  Holiness  unto  the  Lord." 


TALMER.    8s,  7s. 


I.  B.  WOODBUKY. 
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1  Saviour,  who  Thy  flock  art  feeding 
With  the  Shepherd's  kindest  care, 
All  the  feeble  gently  leading, 
Willie  the  lambs  Thy  bosom  share; 

2  Now,  these  little  ones  receiving, 
Fold  them  in  Thy  gracious  arm ; 
There,  we  know,  Thy  word  believing, 
Only  there,  secure  from  harm. 


Never,  from  Thy  pasture  roving, 

Let  them  be  the  lion's  prey ; 
Let  Thy  tenderness,  so  loving. 

Keep  them  through  life's  dang'rous  way. 

Then  within  Thy  fold  eternal 
Let  them  find  a  resting-place ; 

Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal, 
Drink  the  rivers  of  Thy  ^«jc,^. 


229 


j. 


m 


te 


5 


THE  MEANS  OF  GEACE. 
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1  Come,  Holy  Ghost!  come  from  on  high, 
Baptizer  of  our  spirits  Thou  1 
The  sacramental  seal  applj', 
And  witness  with  the  water  now. 


2  Exert  Thy  gracious  power  divine, 

And  sprinkle  Thou  th'  atoning  blood ; 
May  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  join 
To  seal  this  child  a  child  of  God. 


1  Confiding  in  Thy  truth  alone, 
Here,  on  the  steps  of  Jesus'  throne, 


We  lay  the  treasure  Thou  hast  given, 
To  be  received  and  rear'd  for  heaven. 


2  Lent  to  us  for  a  season,  we 
Lend  him  forever.  Lord,  to  Thee, 
Assured  that  if  to  Thee  he  live. 
We  gain  in  what  we  seem  to  give. 


3  Large  and  abundant  blessings  shed, 
Warm  as  these  prayers,  upon  his  hea^ 
And  on  his  soul  the  dews  of  grace. 
Fresh  as  these  drops  upon  his  face. 


4  Makehim  andkeephim Thineownchi^^' 
Meek  follower  of  the  Un defiled ; 
Possessor  here  of  grace  and  love, 
Inheritor  of  heaven  above. 
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1  A-ccording  to  Thy  gracious  word, 
In  meek  hnmility, 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord, 
I  will  remember  Thee. 


2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake. 
My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be ; 
Thy  testamental  cup  I  take, 
And  thus  remember  Thee. 


3  Gethsemane  can  I  forget? 
Or  there  Thy  conflict  see, 
Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 
And  not  remember  Thee? 


4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes, 
And  rest  on  Calvary, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  my  Sacrifice  I 
I  must  remember  Thee : — 


5  Remember  Thee  and  all  Thy  pains, 
And  all  Thv  love  to  me ; 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains, 
Will  I  remember  Thee. 


6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb, 
And  mind  and  mem'ry  flee, 
When  Thou  shalt  in  Thy  kingdom  come, 
Jesus,  remember  me. 
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1  'Twas  on  that  dreadful,  doleful  night,      • 

When  the  whole  power  of  darkness  rose 
Against  the  Son  of  God's  delight, 
And  friends  betray'd  Him  to  His  foes ; 

2  Before  the  mournful  scene  began, 

He  took  the  bread,  an  d  bless' d,  and  brake; 
"What  love  through  all  His  actions  ran  I 
What  woi)drous  words  of  grace  Hesj^ake  \ 

3  "  This  is  my  body,  broke  for  sin ; 

Receive  and  eat  the  living  food : " 
Then  took  the  cup  and  bless' d  the  wine : 
"  'Tis  the  new  cov'nant  in  my  blood." 

4  "  Do  this,"  He  cried,  "till  time  shall  end, 

In  mem'ry  of  your  dying  Friend ; 
Meet  at  my  table,  and  record 
The  love  of  your  departed  Lord.'* 


1  "  Eat,  drink,  in  mem'ry  of  your  Friend," 

Such  was  our  Master's  last  request ; 
Who  all  the  pangs  of  death  endured. 
That  we  might  live  forever  blest. 

2  Yes,  we'll  record  Thy  matchless  grace. 

Thou  dearest,  tend'rest,  best  of  friends! 
Thy  dying  love  the  noblest  praise 
Of  long  eternity  transcends. 

3  *Tis  pleasure  more  than  earth  can  give, 

Thy  goodness  through  these  veils  to  see: 
Thy  table  food  celestial  yields  ; 
And  happy  they  who  sit  with  Thee. 

4  But  oh,  what  vast,  transporting  joys 

Shall  fill  our  breasts,  our  tongues  inspire, 
When,  join'd  with  yon  celestial  train. 
Our  grateful  souls  Thy  love  admire. 


MALVERN.    L.M. 


L.  MASON. 
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THE  LOBD'S  SUPPEE. 

AVON.    CM. 


i=i\±-^ 


i 


s 


4 


121 


3 


H.  WILSON. 


** 


2z: 


^ 


w~^ 


^ES^ 


-*- 


lg=g 


<* — *— 


51: 


^^ 


i 


^=^ 


-» 


P=^ 


T«— I — #— I — i^" # T-^ a    I  ?g — ri 


1  Here  at  Thy  table,  Lord,  we  meet 
To  feed  on  food  divine : 
Thy  body  is  the  bread  we  eat, 
Thy  precious  blood  the  wine. 


2  He  that  prepares  this  rich  repast, 
Himself  comes  down  and  dies ; 
And  then  invites  us  thus  to  feast 
Upon  the  sacrifice. 


3  Sure,  there  was  never  love  so  free, 
Dear  Saviour,  so  divine  I 
Well  Thou  may'st  claim  that  heart  of  me, 
Which  owes  so  much  to  Thine. 


4  Yes,  Thou  shalt  surely  have  my  heart, 
My  soul,  my  strength,  mv  all ; 
With  life  itself  I'll  freely  part, 
My  Jesus,  at  Thy  call. 
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THE  MEANS  OF  GRACE. 

CONFIDENCE.    7s.  6s. 


T.  HASTINGS. 
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1  Jesus,  Master  of  the  Feast, 

The  feast  itself  Thou  art : 
Now  receive  Thy  ev'ry  guest, 

And  comfort  every  heart. 
Give  us  living  Bread  to  eat, 

Manna  that  from  heaven  comes  down 
See  us  waiting  at  Thy  feet, 

And  make  Thy  favor  known. 


2  In  this  earthly  wilderness 

Thou  hast  a  table  spread. 
Richly  fill'd  with  ev'ry  grace 

Our  fainting  souls  can  need : 
Still  sustain  us  by  Thy  love, 

Still  Thy  servants'  strength  repair, 
Till  we  reach  Thy  courts  abov 

And  feast  forever  there. 
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THE  LOED»S  SUPPER. 

COMMUNION.    C.L.  M. 


HASTINGS. 
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1  Lord,  when  before  Thy  throne  we  meet, 

Thy  goodness  to  adore. 

From  heaven,  th*  eternal  mercy -seat, 
On  us  Thy  blessing  pour, 
nd  make  our  inmost  souls  to  be 

An  habitation  meet  for  Thee. 

2  The  body  for  our  ransom  given. 

The  blood  in  mercy  shed — 
With  this  immortal  food  from  heaven, 


Lord,  let  our  souls  be  fed ; 
And  as  we  at  Thy  board  appear 
Qrant  us  Thy  quick' ning  grace  to  share. 

3  Be  Thou,  O  Holy  Spirit,  nigh ! 
Accept  the  humble  prayer, 
The  contrite  soul's  repentant  sigh, 

The  sinner's  heartfelt  tear ; 
And  let  our  adoration  rise 
As  fragrant  incense  to  the  skies. 


ZEPHYR.    L.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  Jesus,  Thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts ! 

Thou  Fount  of  Life,  Thou  Light  of  men ! 
From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts 
We  turn  unfiU'd  to  Thee  again. 

^  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ; 
Thou  savest  those  that  on  Thee  call ; 
To  thetn  that  seek  Thee  Thou  art  good. 
To  them  that  find  Thee,  All  in  All! 

^  We  taste  Thee,  O  Thou  living  Bread, 
And  long  to  feast  upon  Thee  still ; 


We  drink  of  Thee,  the  Fountain  Head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  Thee  to  fill. 

Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  Thee, 
Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 

Glad,  when  Thy  gracious  smile  we  see. 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  Thee  fast. 

O  .Tesus,  ever  with  us  stay ! 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away, 

Shed  o'er  the  world  Thy  holy  light  i 
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THE  MEANS  OF  GRACE. 

MIRIAM.     7s,  6s.    D.        j.  p.  holbrooi 
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1  O  bread  to  pilgrims  given, 

Richer  than  angels  eat, 
O  Manna  sent  from  heaven, 

For  heaven-born  natures  meet ! 
Give  us,  for  Thee  long  pining, 

To  eat  till  richly  flU'd; 
Till,  earth's  delights  resigning, 

Our  ev'ry  wish  is  still' d ! 

2  0  Fountain !  life-bestowing. 

From  out  the  Saviour's  heart. 
A  fountain  purely  flowing, 
A  Fount  of  Love  Thou  art ! 


Oh,  let  us,  freely  tasting, 
Our  burning  thirst  assuage ! 

Thy  sweetness,  never  wasting, 
Avails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Jesus,  this  feast  receiving, 

We  Thee  unseen  adore ; 
Thy  faithful"  word  believing, 

We  take,  and  doubt  no  more ; 
Give  us.  Thou  true  and  loving, 

On  earth  to  live  in  Thee ; 
Then,  death  the  veil  removing. 

Thy  glorious  face  to  see  I 
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THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 

HAM  DEN.    8s,  7s,  4s. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Now,  in  parting,  Father,  bless  U8 ; 
Saviour,  still  Thy  peace  bestow ; 
Gracious  Comforter,  be  with  us, 
As  we  from  Thy  table  go  I 

Bless  us,  bless  us, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  now 


2  Blftss  us  here,  while  still  as  strangers, 
Onward  to  our  home  we  move ; 
Bless  us  with  eternal  blessings, 
In  our  Fatlier's  house  above. 

Ever,  ever 
Dwelling  in  the  light  of  love. 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 
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1  The  Saviour  calls ;  let  ev'ry  ear 

Attend  the  heavenly  sound. 
Ye  doubting  souls,  dismiss  your  fear ; 
Hope  smiles  reviving  round. 

2  For  ev'ry  thirsty,  longing  heart, 

Here  streams  of  bounty  flow ; 
And  life,  and  health,  and  bliss  impart 
To  banish  mortal  woe. 


3  Here  springs  of  sacred  pleasure  rise 
Te  ease  your  ev'ry  pain  : 


Immortal  fountain  I  full  supplie 
Nor  shall  you  thirst  in  vam. 

4  Ye  sintirrs !  come,  'tis  mercy's  v 
The  gracious  call  obey ; 
Mercy  invites  to  heavenly  joys- 
And  can  you  yet  delay? 

ff 

6  Dear  Saviour^  draw  reluctant  he 
To  Thee  let  pinners  fly, 
And  take  the  bliss  Thy'love  Imj 
And  drink  and  never  die  I 
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GOSPEL  CALL. 

CERAR.    S.M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  IjCt  ev'ry  ear  attend, 

And  ev'ry  heart  rejoice ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds 
With  an  inviting  voice. 

2  Ho !  all  ye  starving  souls 

That  feed  upon  the  wind. 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind : 

3  Here  wisdom  has  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  ricli  provision  taste. 

4  Ho !  ye  that  pant  for  streams, 

Anci  pine  away  and  die, 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst 
With  springs  that  never  dry. 

5  Rivers  of  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  Join  ; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows, 
Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 

6  The  gates  of  gospel  grace 

Stand  open  night  and  day : 
Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies, 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 
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OEDEB  OP  SALVATION. 

COWPER.    CM. 
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1  Oh.  what  amazing  words  of  gracd 
Are  in  the  gospel  found ! 
Suited  to  ev'ry  sinner's  case 
Who  hears  the  joyful  sound. 


2  Poor,  sinful,  thirsty,  fainting  souls 
Are  freely  welcome  here ; 
Salvation  like  a  river  rolls 
Abundant,  free,  and  clear. 


3  Come,  then,  with   all   your  wants  and 
wounds, 
Your  ev'ry  burden  bring ; 
Here  love,  unchanging  love  abounds, 
A  deep,  celestial  spring. 


4  Whoever  will  (0  gracious  word  I) 
Shall  of  this  stream  partake ; 
Come,  thirsty  souls,  and  bless  the  Lord, 
And  drink  for  Jesus'  sake. 


6  Millions  of  sinners  vile  as  you 
Have  here  found  life  and  peace ; 
Come,  then,  and  prove  its  virtues  too, 
And  drink,  adore,  and  bless. 
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GOSPEL  CALL. 
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1  Come  to  Calvary's  holy  mountain, 

Sinners,  niin'd  by  the  fall  ; 
Here  a  pure  and  healinp^  fountain 

Plows  to  you»  to  me,  to  all ; 
In  a  full,  perpetual  tide, 
Open'd  when  our  Saviour  died. 

2  Come  in  poverty  and  meanness. 

Gome  defiled,  without,  within 
From  infection  and  uncleanness, 

From  the  leprosy  of  sin, 
Wash  yonr  robes  and  make  them  white; 
Ye  shall  walk  with  God  in  light. 


3  Come  in  sorrow  and  contrition, 
Wounded,  impotent,  and  blind ; 

Here  the  guilty  free  remission, 
Here  the  troubled  peace  may  find 

Healtli  this  fountain  will  restore ; 

He  that  drinks  shall  thirst  no  more. 


4  He  that  drinks  shall  live  forever ; 

'Tis  a  soul-renewing  flood : 
God  is  faithful ;  God  will  never 

Break  His  covenant  in  blood, 
Sign'd  when  our  Redeemer  died, 
SeaVd  when  He  was  glorified 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 


ATONEMENT.    8s,  7s,  4s.    l.  o.  emerson. 
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1  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched, 

Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore, 
Jesus  ready  staiids  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity  join'd  with  power: 

He  is  able, 
He  is  willing :  doubt  no  more. 

2  Come,  ye  thirsty,  come  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify : 
True  belief,  and  true  repentance, 
Ev'ry  grace  that  brings  us  nigh — 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  buy. 

3  Lei  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth, 


Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Hirn ; 

This  He  gives  you; 
'Tis  His  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

4  View  Him  prostrate  in  the  garden ; 

On  the  ground  your  Maker  lies; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him ; 
Hear  Him  cry,  before  He  dies, 

"  It  is  finished !  " 
Sinner,  will  not  this  suffice? 

5  Lo !  th'  incarnate  God,  ascended. 

Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood; 
Venture  to  Him,  venture  wholly, 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude ; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 

OLNEY.    S.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts, 

Is  whispering,  "  Sinners,  come! " 
The  bride,  the- Church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  his  children,  **  Come  I " 

2  Let  him  that  heareth,  say 

To  all  about  him,  "  Come! " 
liCt  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ  the  Fountain  come. 


3  Yes,  whosoever  will, 

Oh,  let  him  freely  come. 
And  freely'  drink  the  stream  of  life: 
'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo  I  Jesus,  who  invites, 

Declares,  "  I  quickl}^  come : " 
Lord,  even  so !  we  wait  Thine  hour! 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come ! 


HORTON.    7s. 


X.  S.  V.  WARTENSEE. 


1  Come,  ye  weary  sinners,  come, 

All  who  feel  your  heavy  load : 
Jesus  calls  the  wand'rers  home; 
Hasten  to  your  pardoning  God. 

2  Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  love. 

We  Thy  gracious  call  obey ; 
Faithful  let. Thy  mercies  prove, 
Take  our  load  of  guilt  away. 

3  Weary  of  this  war  within. 

Weary  of  this  endless  strife, 
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Weary  of  ourselves  and  sin, 

Weary  of  a  wretched  life ; 
4  Burdened  with  a  world  of  grief, 

Burden'd  with  our  sinful  load, 
Burden'd  with  this  unbelief, 

Burden'd  with  the  wrath  of  God; 
6  Lo !  we  come  to  Thee  for  case, 

True  and  gracious  as  Thou  art ; 
Now  our  weary  souls  release. 

Write  forgiveness  on  our  heart. 


GOSPEL  CALL. 

DESIRE.    L.  M. 
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1  Why  will  ye  lavish  out  your  years 
Amidst  a  thousand  trifling  cares, 
While,  in  the  various  range  of  thought, 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot? 

2  Why  will  ye  chase  the  fleeting  wind 
And  famish  an  immortal  mind, 
While  angels  with  regret  look  down 
To  see  you  spurn  a  heavenly  crown  ? 

3  Th'  eternal  God  calls  from  above, 
And  Jesus  pleads  His  dying  love ; 


Awaken'd  conscience  gives  you  pain : 
And  shall  they  join  their  pleas  in  vain  T 
Not  so  your  dying  eyes  shall  view 
Those  objects  which  ye  now  pursue ; 
Not  so  shall  heaven  and  hell  appear 
When  the  decisive  Ijour  is  near. 
Almighty  God !  Thine  aid  impart, 
To  fix  conviction  on  the  heart ; 
Thy  power  can  clear  the  darkest  eyes, 
And  make  the  haughtiest  scorner  Wise. 


ZION.    8s,  7s,  4s. 


T.  HASTINGS. 


1  See,  from  Zion's  sacred  mountain 
Streams  of  living  water  flow : 
God  has  open'd  there  a  fountain  ; 
This  supplies  the  plains  below : 

They  are  blessed 
Who  its  sovereign  virtues  know. 
^  Through  ten  thousand  channels  flowing, 
Streams  of  mercy  find  their  way  ; 
Life,  and  health,  and  joy  bestowing, 
Making  all  around  look  gay : 

Oh,  ye  nations. 
Hail  the  long-expected  day ! 
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Gladden 'd  by  the  flowing  treasure, 

All  enriching  as  it  goes, 
Lo.  the  desert  smiles  with  pleasure. 

Buds  and  blossoms  as  the  rose ; 
Ev'ry  object 

Sings  for  joy  where'er  it  flows. 
Trees  of  life,  the  banks  adorning. 

Yield  their  fruit  to  all  around ; 
Those  who  eat  are  saved  from  mourning, 

Pleasure  comes  and  hopes  abound : 
Fair  their  portion ! 

Endless  life  with  glory  crown' d. 


H- 


.4. 


£ 


ORDER  OP  SALVATION. 
HORTON.       TS.  X.  S.  V.  WARTENSEE. 
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Come,  said  Jesus*  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice ; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 
Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roam'd  the  barren  waste : 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  haste. 


Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn. 
Guilt,  in  strong  remorse,  who  mourn, 
Here  repose  your  heavy  care : 
Conscience  wounded  who  can  bear? 
Sinner,  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  from  ev'ry  wound; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure ; 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


ALL  SAINTS.    L.  M. 


W.  KNAPP. 


1  I  hear  a  voice  that  comes  from  far, 

From  Calvary  it  sounds  abroad  ; 
It  soothes  my  soul,  and  calms  my  fear ; 
It  speaks  of  pardon  bought  with  blood. 

2  And  is  it  true  that  many  fly 

The  sound  that  bids  my  soul  rejoice. 
And  rather  choose  in  sin  to  die. 
Than  turn  an  ear  to  mercy's  voice? 


3  Alas  for  those  I  the  day  is  near 

When  mercy  will  be  heard  no  more ; 
Then  will  they  ask,  in  vain,  to  hear 
The  voice  they  would  not  hear  befoT^ 

4  With  such,  I  own,  I  once  appear'd, 

But  now  I  know  how  great  their  los^ 
For  sweeter  sounds  were  never  heard 
Than  mercy  utters  ftonx,  the  cross. 
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GOSPEL  CALL. 

THE  VOICE  OF  FREE  GRACE.    12s.       jclark. 
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1  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  "  Escape  to  the  mountain  ! " 
For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  hath  open'd  a  fountain ; 
For  sin  and  uncleanness,  and  ev'ry  transgression, 

His  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams  of  salvation. 

Chobus. — Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb !  He  hath  purchased  our  pardon, 
We'll  praise  Him  again  when  we  pass  over  Jordan. 

2  Ye  souls  that  are  wounded  I  oh,  flee  to  the  Saviour ! 
He  calls  you  in  mercy — 'tis  infinite  favor ; 

Your  sins  are  increasing — escape  to  the  mountain — 
His  blood  can  remove  them,  it  flows  from  the  fountain. 

3  O  Jesus  I  ride  onward,  triumphantly  glorious, 

O'er  sin,  death,  and  hell.  Thou  art  more  than  victorious ; 
Tby  name  is  the  theme  of  the  great  congregation, 
While  angels  and  saints  raise  the  shout  of  salvation. 

4  With  joy  shall  we  stand,  when  escaped  to  the  shore ; 
With  harps  in  our  hands,  we'll  praise  Him  the  more ; 
We'll  range  the  sweet  plains  on  the  bank  of  the  river, 
And  sing  of  salvation  forever  and  ever ! 
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LENOX.    H.  M. 
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Blow  ye  the  trunipet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound ! 

Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  bound, 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come : 

Keturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


Exalt  the  Lamb  of  Ood, 

The  sin-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  by  His  blood 

Through  all  the  lands  proclaim : 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 


8  The  gospel  trumpet  hear, 

The  news  of  pard'ning  grace ; 

Ye  happy  souls,  draw  near, 
BehpM  your  Saviour's  face : 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come; 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  hom^- 


Jesns,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Has  full  atonement  made; 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 
Ye  mourn ftil  souls,  be  glad  I 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  bom 
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GOSPEL  CALL. 

BACA.    L.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door ; 
Hegentlv  knocks,  has  knock'd  hefore; 
Hath  waited  long,  is  waiting  still : 
Von  treat  no  other  friend  bo  ill. 

2  Oh,  lovely  attitude  I    He  stands 
Wth  melting  heart  and  loaded  hands : 
^h,  matchless  kindness !  and  He  shows 
^^ia  matohless  kindness  to  His  foes  I 

^  ^Qt  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed? 
•**«  will ;  the  very  friend  you  need ; 
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The  friend  of  sinners— yes,  'tis  He, 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 


Rise,  touch' d  with  gratitude  divine; 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine, 
That  soul-destroying  monster  sin, 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 


Admit  Him,  ere  His  anger  bum. 
His  feet  departed  ne'er  return ; 
Admit  Him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand 
You'll  at  Hia  dooi  t^^^oX^^tsXaxA. 
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W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 

And  seek  an  injured  Father's  face; 
Those  warm  desires  that  in  thee  burn 
Were  kindled  by  reclaiming  grace. 

2  Return,  0  wanderer,  return," 

And  seek  a  Father's  melting  heart ; 
His  pitying  eyes  thy  grief  discern. 
His  hand  shall  heal  thy  inward  smart. 


3  Return,  0  wanderer,  return. 

Thy  Saviour  bids  thy  spirit  live; 
Go  to  His  bleeding  feet,  and  learn 
How  freely  Jesus  can  forgive. 

4  Return,  0  wanderer,  return. 

And  wipe  away  the  falling  tear: 
'Tis  God  who  says,  "  No  longer  mourn/ 
'Tia  mercy's  voice  invites  thee  near. 


HAMBURG     L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Hasten,  O  sinner,  to  be  wise. 

And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun ; 
The  longer  wisdom  you  despise, 
The  harder  is  she  to  be  won. 

2  Oh,  hasten,  mercy  to  implore, 

And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
For  fear  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Before  this  evening's  course  be  run. 
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Hasten,  O  sinner,  to  return, 

And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
For  fear  thy  lamp  should  £&!!  to  bum 

Before  the  needful  work  is  done. 
Hasten,  0  sinner,  to  be  blest. 

And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
For  fear  the  curse  should  thee  anest 

Before  the  morrow  is.b^un. 


GOSPEL  CALL. 

WOODLAND.    CM. 


N.  GOULD. 


1  Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 

A  thousand  thoughts  revolve, 
Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  opprest, 
And  make  this  last  resolve : 

2  "I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

Hath  like  a  mountain  rose; 
1  know  His  courts,  I'll  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  "  Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  His  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt  confess ; 
rUtellHim  I'm  a  wretch  undone 
Without  His  sovereign  grace. 


Perhaps  He  will  admit  my  plea, 
Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 
But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 
And  perish  only  there.  ' 

5  '*  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go, 

I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  Iknow 
I  must  forever  die. 

6  '*  But  if  I  die  witli  mercy  sought. 

When  I  the  Kinpj  have  tried, 
That  were  to  die  (dclirrhtful  thought!) 
As  sinner  never  died." 


MORAVIAN.    CM. 


L.  O.  EMEKSON. 
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1  How  short  and  hasty  is  our  life! 

How  vast  our  soul's  affairs ! 
Yet  senseless  mortals  vainly  strive 
To  lavish  out  their  years. 

2  Our  days  run  thoughtlessly  along, 

Without  a  moment's  stay ; 
Jast  like  a  story,  or  a  song, 
We  pass  our  lives  away. 

3  Qod  from  on  high  invites  us  home. 

Bat  We  march  heedless  on, 
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And  ever  hastening  to  the  tomb. 

Stoop  downwards  as  we  run. 
How  we  deserve  the  deepest  hell. 

That  slight  the  joys  above  I 
What  chains  of  vengeance  should  we  feel, 

That  break  such  cords  of  love  I 
Draw  us,  0  Saviour,  with  Thy  grace, 

And  lift  our  thoughts  on  high, 
That  we  may  end  this  mortal  race^ 

And  see  aaX^^^.^ioii  m^. 
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1  Say,  sinner,  hath  a  voice  within 

Oft  whisper' d  to  thy  secret  soul, 
Urged  thee  to  leave  the  ways  of  sin. 
And  yield  thy  heart  to  God's  control? 

2  Sinner,  it  was  a  heavenly  voice — 

It  was  the  Spirit's  gracious  call ; 
It  hade  thee  make  the  better  choice, 
And  haste  to  seek  in  Christ  thine  all. 
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3  Spurn  not  the  call  to  life  and  light; 

Regard  in  time  the  warning  kind; 
That  call  thou  roay'st  not  always  slight, 
And  yet  the  gate  of  mercy  find. 

4  God's  Spirit  will  not  always  strive 

With  harden'd  self-destroying  man; 
Ye,  who  persist  His  love  to  grieve. 
May  never  hear  his  voice  again. 


HORTON.    7s. 


X.  S.  V.  WARTENSEE. 


1  Sinners,  turn  ;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  you  why — 
God,  who  did  your  being  give. 
Made  you  with  Himself  to  live. 

2  Sinners,  turn  ;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why- 
He  who  died  your  souls  retrieve. 
He  who  died,  that  ve  might  live. 

3  Will  you  let  Him  die  in  vain? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again  ? 
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Why,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  His  grace,  and  die? 

4  Sinners,  turn ;  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why — 
He  who  all  your  lives  hath  strove, 
Wooed  you  to  embrace  His  love. 

5  Will  ye  not  His  grace  receive? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live? 
O  ye  dyin^  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God.  and  die! 
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1  Belay  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner,  draw  near ; 

The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing  for  thee ! 
No  price  is  demanded,  the  Saviour  is  here. 
Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  free. 

2  Delay  not,  delay  not ;  why  longer  abuse 

The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus,  thy  God? 
"  A  fountain  is  open'd,  how  canst  thou  refuse 

To  wash  and  oe  cleansed  in  His  pardoning  blood? 

3  Delaiy  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner,  to  come. 

For  mercy  still  lingers,  and  calls  thee  to-day ; 

Her  voice  is  not  heard  in  the  shades  of  the  tomb ; 

Her  message,  unheeded,  will  soon  pass  away. 

4  Delay  not,  delay  not ;  the  Spirit  of  grace, 

Long  grievedand  resisted,  may  take  His  sad  flight; 
And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  race, 
To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  night. 
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1  Religion  w  the  chief  concern 

Of  mortals  here  below ; 
May  I  its  great  importance  learn, 
Its  sovereign  virtue  know  I 

2  More  needful  this,  than  glitt'ring  wealth, 

Or  au^lit  the  world  bestowo ; 
Nor  reputation,  food  or  health, 
Can  give  us  such  repose. 

8  Relij^on  should  our  thoughts  engage, 
Amidst  our  youthful  bloom ; 


'Twill  fit  us  for  declining  age, 
And  for  the  awful  tomb. 

4  Oh,  may  my  heart,  by  grace  renew'd, 
Be  my  Redeemer's  tlirono ; 
And  be  my  stubborn  will  subdued. 
His  government  to  own. 

6  Let  deep  repentance,  faith,  and  love 
Be  join'd  with  godly  fear; 
And  all  my  conversation  prove 
My  heart  to  be  sincere. 


WINDHAM.    L.  M. 


D.  READ. 


1  Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 
And  thousands  walk  together  there; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path, 
With  here  and  there  a  traveller. 


2  **  Deny  thyself,  and  take  thy  cross," 
Is  tiie  Redeemer's  great  command ; 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross. 
If  she  would  gain  this  heavenly  land. 
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3  The  fearful  soul  that  tires  and  faints, 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more. 
Is  but  esteem' d  almost  a  saint, 
And  makes  his  own  destruction  sure. 


4  Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain ; 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new ; 
"Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain, 
And  unbelievers  never  knew. 
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GOSPEL  CALL. 

TYNDAL.    CM. 
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1  Oh,  how  divine,  how  sweet  the  joy 
When  but  one  sinner  turns, 
And  with  an  humble,  broken  heart, 
His  sins  and  errors  mourns. 


2  Pleased  with  the  news,  the  saints  below 
In  songs  their  tongues  employ ; 
Beyond  tlie  skies  the  tidings  go, 
And  heaven  is  fill'd  with  joy. 


3  Well  pleased  the  Father  sees  and  heai'S 
The  conscious  sinner's  moan  ; 
Jesus  receives  him  in  His  arms. 
And  claims  him  for  His  own. 


4  Nor  angels  can  their  joys  contain, 
But  kindle  with  new  fire : 
"  The  sinner  lost  is  found,"  they  sing, 
And  strike  the  sounding  lyre. 
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ADDISON.    S.  M 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


1  And  am  I  bom  to  die? 

To  lay  this  body  down  ? 
And  must  my  trembling  spirit  fly 
Into  a  world  unknown  ? 

2  Soon  as  from  earth  I  go, 

What  will  become  of  me? 
Eternal  happiness  or  woe 
Must  then  my  portion  be ! 

3  Waked  by  the  trumpet's  sound, 

I  from  my  grave  must  rise, 
And  see  the  Judge  with  glory  crown'd, 
And  see  the  flaming  skies. 


4  How  shall  I  leave  my  tomb? 
With  triumph  or  regret? 
A  fearful  or  a  joyful  doom, 
A  curse  or  blessing  meet  ? 
6  0  Thou  that  wouldst  not  have 
One  wretched  sinner  die, 
Who  diedst  Thyself,  my  soul  to  save 
From  endless  misery, 
6  Show  me  the  way  to  shun 
Thy  dreadful  wrath  severe, 
That  when  Thou  comest  on  Thy  throne, 
I  may  with  joy  appear. 


MEAR.    CM. 


A.  CHAPIN. 


There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when, 
A  point,  we  know  not  where, 

That  marks  the  destiny  of  men 
Td  glory  or  despair. 

2  There  is  a  line,  by  us  unseen, 

That  crosses  every  path ; 
The  hidden  boundary  between 
God's  patience  and  His  wrath. 

3  Oh,  where  is  this  mysterious  bourn. 

By  which  our  path  is  cross'd  ? 
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Beyond  which,  God  Himself  hath  swo^^"* 

That  he  who  goes  is  lost. 
How  far  may  we  go  on  in  sin  ? 

How  long  will  God  forbear? 
Where  does  hope  end,  and  where  begi"^*" 

The  confines  of  despair? 
An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent: 

"  Ye  that  from  God  depart, 
While  it  is  called  to-day.  repent, 

And  harden  not  your  hesfft." 
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GOSPEL  CALL. 

TREVES.    C.  P.  M. 
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1  And  am  I  only  bom  to  die? 
And  must  I  suddenly  comply 
With  nature's  stern  decree? 
What  after  death  for  me  remains  ? 
Celestial  joys,  or  hellish  pains. 
To  all  eternity. 

^  How  then  ought  I  on  earth  to  live, 
While  God  prolongs  the  kind  reprieye. 

And  props  the  house  of  clay ; 
My  sole  concern,  mv  single  care, 
To  watch,  and  tremble,  and  prepare 

Against  that  fatal  day  I 

®   No  room  for  mirth  or  trifling  here, 
''or  worldly  hope,  or  worldly  fear, 


If  life  so  Boon  is  gone ; 
17 
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If  now  the  Judge  is  at  the  door, 
And  all  mankind  must  stand  before 
The  inexorable  throne ! 

Nothing  is  worth  a  thought  beneath, 
But  how  I  may  escape  the  death 

That  never,  never  dies  I 
How  make  mine  Own  election  sure ; 
And  when  I  fail  on  earth,  secure 

A  mansion  iu  the  skies. 


Jesus,  vouchsafe  a  pitying  ray. 

Be  Thou  my  guide,  be  Thou  my  way 

To  glorious  happiness. 
Ah !  write  the  pardon  on  my  heart: 
And  whensoe'er  I  hence  depart, 

Let  me  depart  in  peaces 
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1  Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t'  insure  the  great  reward ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  buniy 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 


2  Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given 
To  'scape  from  hell,  and  fly  to  heaven ; 
The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 

3  Then  what  my  thoughts  desisn  to  do, 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might  pursue, 
Since  no  device,  nor  work  is  found, 
Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 


4  There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  passed 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  haste : 
But  darkness,  death,  and  long  despair 
Reign  in  eternal  silence  there. 
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1  Show  pity,  Lord!  0  Lord,  forgive! 
Let  a  repenting  sinner  live : 
Are  not  Thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  the  contrite  trust  in  Thee? 

2  With  shame  my  num'rous  sins  I  trace 
Against  Thy  law,  against  Thy  grace ; 
And,  thoagn  my  prayer  Thou  shouldst  not 

hear, 
My  doom  is  just  and  Thou  art  clear. 

i    3  Yet  save  a  penitent,  0  Lord  I 

j       Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  Thy 

[  word, 

°«6k8  for  some  precious  promise  there, 
Borne  sure  support  against  despair. 


4  My  sins,  though  great,  do  not  surpass 
The  riches  of  eternal  grace ; 
Great  God,  Thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  Thy  parcl'ning  love  be  found. 


6  Oh,  wash  my  soul  from  ev'ry  stain. 
Nor  let  the  guilt  I  mourn  remain ; 
Give  me  to  hear  Thy  pard'ning  voice, 
And  bid  my  bleeding  heart  rejoice. 


6  Then  shall  Thy  love  inspire  my  tongue, 
Salvation  shall  be  all  my  song ; 
And  ev'ry  power  shall  join  to  bless 
The  Lord,  my  Sttctv^'ti  MATwgoXftssQscv^Ki^, 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 

ELIZABETHTOWN.    CM.      g.kingsley. 


1  0  Thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh ; 
Whose  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 
From  sorrow's  weeping  eye  I 

2  See,  low  before  Thy  throne  of  grace, 

A  wretched  wanderer  mourn  ; 
Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  face  ? 
Hast  Thou  not  said,  "  Return  "  ? 


8  Absent  from  Thee,  my  Guide,  my  Lighti 
Without  one  cheering  ray, 
Thro'  dangers,  fears,  and  gloomy  night, 
How  desolate  my  way ! 

4  Oh,  shine  on  this  benighted  heart, 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine; 
And  let  Thy  healing  voice  impart 
A  taste  of  joys  divine. 
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1  Jesus,  save  my  dying  soul, 
Make  the  broken*  spirit  whole ; 
Humbled  in  the  dust  I  lie ; 
Saviour,  leave  me  not  to  die. 

2  Jesus,  full  of  ev'ry  grace, 
Now  reveal  Thy  smiling  face; 
Grant  the  joy  of  sin  forgiven, 
Poretaste  of  the  bliss  of  heaven, 


2eo 


8  All  my  guilt  to  Thee  is  known— 
Thou  art  righteous,  Thou  alone; 
All  ray  help  is  from  Thy  cross ; 
All  besides  I  count  but  loss. 

4  Lord,  in  Thee  I  now  believe ; 
Wilt  Thou— wilt  Thou  not  forgive? 
Helpless  at  Thy  feet  I  lie ; 
Saviour,  leave  me  not  to  die. 
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EEPENTANCK 
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1  0  Thou  Uiat  hear*8t  when  sinners  cry ; 
Though  all  my  crimes  before  Thee  lie, 
Behold  them  not  with  angry  look ; 
But  blot  their  mem'ry  from  Thy  book. 

2  Create  my  nature  pure  within. 
And  form  my  soul  averse  to  sin : 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 

Nor  hide  Thy  presence  from  my  heart. 
8  I  cannot  live  without  Thy  light, 
Oast  out  and  banished  from  Thy  sight ; 


Thy  holy  joys,  O  God,  restore. 

And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

A  broken  heart,  my  Grod,  my  King, 

Is  all  the  sacrifice  I  bring : 

The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  despise 

A  broken  heart  for  sacrifice. 

My  soul  lies  humbled  in  the  dust. 

And  owns  Thy  dreadful  sentence  just : 

Ijook  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye. 

And  save  the  soul  condem^d  to  die. 


HAMBURG.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 


i^^3i4=^^ 


ZI?^ 


■ai 


^ 


^^,#^ 


^iL.^±i 


f^-nr  gpF^ 


I 


I  0  turn,  great  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
Turn  from  my  sin  Thy  searching  eyes, 
Nor  let  th'  offences  of  my  hand 
Within  Thy  })ook  recorded  stand. 

«  Give  me  a  will  to  Thine  subdued, 
A-conaeience  pure,  a  soul  renew'd; 
^orlct  me,  wrapt  in  endless  gloom, 

-^  outeast  from  Thy  presence  roam. 


3  Oh,  let  Thy  Spirit  to  my  heart 

Once  more  His  qnick'nmg  aid  impart, 

My  mind  from  ev'ry  fear  release, 

And  soothe  my  troubled  thoughts  to  peace. 

4  So  shall  the  souls  whom  error's  sway 
Has  urged  from  Thee,  blest  Lord,  to  stray, 
From  me  Thy  heavenly  precepts  learn^ 
And  humblea  to  tVievt  Qto^x^XMTijL. 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 

PENITENCE.    7s,  6s,  8s. 
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Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 

To  Thee  I  humbly  pray : 
Heal  me  of  my  grief  and  pain, 

Oh,  cake  my  sins  away. 
From  this  bondage,  Lord,  release  ; 

No  longer  let  me  be  oppresfc : 
Jesus,  Master,  seal  my  peace, 

And  take  me  to  Thy  breast ! 

Wilt  Tho-  cast  a  sinn^  out 

Who  humbly  comes  to  Thee? 
No,  my  God,  I  cannot  doubt : 

Thy  mercy  is  for  me : 
Let  me  then  obtain  the  grace, 

And  be  of  paradise  possest : 
Jesus,  Master,  seal  my  peace, 

And  take  me  to  Thy  breast ! 


Worldly  good  I  do  not  want. 

Be  that  to  others  given  ; 
Only  for  Thy  love  I  pant. 

My  all  in  earth  or  heaven ; 
This  the  crown  I  fiiin  would  seize, 

The  good  wherewith  I  would  beb 
Jesus,  Master,  seal  my  peace. 

And  take  me  to  Thy  breast ! 

This  delight  I  fain  would  prove, 

And  then  resign  my  breath : 
Join  the  happy  few  whose  love 

Was  mightier  than  death. 
Let  it  not  my  Lord  displease, 

That  I  would  die  to  be  His  gues"* 
Jesus,  Master,  seal  my  peace, 

And  take  me  to  Thy  breast  1 
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REPENTANCE. 

BONAR.    S.M.    D. 


L.  MASON. 
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O  Thou  who  wouldst  not  have 

One  wretched  sinner  die, 
Who  diedst  Thyself,  my  soul  to  save 

From  endless  misery ! 
Show  me  the  way  to  shun 

Thy  dreadful  wrath  severe, 
That  when  Thou  comest  on  Thy  throne 

I  may  with  joy  appear. 


2  Thou  art  Thyself  the  Way, 
Thyself  in  me  reveal ; 
So  shall  I  pass  my  life's  short  day 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ; 
So  shall  I  love  my  God, 
'  Becailse  He  first  loved  me, 
And  prhise  Thee  in  Thy  bright  abode, 
:  Through  all  eternity. 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 

BREMEN.    C.  P.  M. 


T.  HASTINGS 
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1  O  God  I  mine  inmost  soul  convert. 
And  deeply  on  my  thonghful  heart 

Eternal  things  impress : 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  righteousness. 

2  Before  me  place  in  dread  array 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day 

When  Thou  with  clouds  shalt  come 
To  judge  th*  nations  at«Thy  bar ; 
And  tell  me,  Lorcf,  shall  I  be  there 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom  ? 


Be  this  my  one  great  business  here, 
With  serious  industry  and  fear 

Eternal  bliss  t'  insure : 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfil, 
And  suffer  all  Thy  righteous  will, 

\.nd  to  the  end  endure. 


4  Then,  Saviour,  then,  my  soul  receive, 
Transported  from  this  vale  to  live 

And  reign  with  Thee  above. 
Where  faith  is  sweetly  losfiii  sight, 
And  hope  in  full  supreme  delight 
And  everlasting  love. 
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REPENTANCE. 

MALVERN.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Thou  that  didst  han^  upon  the  tree, 

Oup  curse  and  sufi^ring  to  remove, 
Pity  the  souls  that  look  to  Thee, 
And  save  us  by  Thy  dying  love. 

2  Canst  Thou  reject  our  dying  prayer, 

Or  cast  us  out  when  come  to  Thee? 
Our  sins,  ah !  wherefore  didst  Thou  bear? 
Jesus,  remember  Calvary  I 


3  For  us  wast  Thou  not  lifted  up  ? 

For  us  a  bleeding  victim  made, 
That  we,  vile  sinners,  we  might  hope 
Thou  hast  for  all  a  ransom  paid  ? 

4  Oh,  might  we,  with  believing  eyes, 

Thee  in  Thy  bloody  vesture  see ! 
And  cast  us  on  Thy  sacrifice : 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  remember  me ! 


GOODWELL.    8s,  7s.        l-  o.  emerson. 
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1  Jesus^  full  of  all  compassion. 

Hear  Thy  humble  suppliant's  cry : 
liSt  me  know  Thy  great  salvation ; 
See !  I  languish,  faint,  and  die.  . 

2  Guilty,  but  with  heart  relenting, 

Overwhelm 'd  with  helpless  grief, 
Prostrate  at  Thy  feet  repenting, 
Send,  oh,  send  me  quick  relief! 


3  Whither  should  a  wretch  be  flying, 

But  to  Him  who  comfort  gives? 
Whither,  from  the  dread  of  dying. 
But  to  Him  who  ever  lives? 

4  While  I  view  Thee,  wounded,  grieving, 

Breathless,  on' the  cursed  tree. 
Fain  I'd  feel, my  heart  believing, 
Tliou  did'^t  sviiSftx  \)Q.\i&  l«t  \cifc. 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 

BOYLSTON.    S.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Hark  I  through  the  courts  of  heaven 

Angelic  voices  sound : 
He  that  was  dead  now  lives  again ; 
He  that  was  lost  is  found. 

2  God  of  unfailing  grace, 

Send  down  Thy  Spirit  now ; 
Oh,  raise  the  lowly  soul  to  hope, 
And  make  the  lofty  bow. 


3  In  countries  far  from  home, 

On  earthly  husks  who  feed, 
Back  to  their  Father's  house,  0  Lord, 
Their  wandering  footsteps  lead. 

4  Then  at  each  soul's  return. 

The  heavenly  harp  shall  sound ; 
He  that  is  dead  now  lives  again ; 
He  that  was  lost  ia  found. 
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HARMONY  GROVE.    L.  M.     o.  k.  oliver. 


1  In  vain  would  boasting  reason  find 

The  path  to  happiness  and  God; 
Her  weak  directions  leave  the  mind 
Bewilder' d  in  a  doubtful  road. 

2  Jesus,  Thy  words  alone  impart 

Eternal  life;  on  these  I  live; 
Diviner  comforts  cheer  my  heart 
Than  all  the  powers  of  nature  give. 


3  Here  let  my  constant  feet  abide ; 
Thou  art  the  true,  the  living  way : 

Let  Thy  good  Spirit  be  my  guide 
To  the  bright  realms  of  endless  day- 

4  The  various  forms  that  men  devise  ^. 
To  shake  my  faith  with  treach'roud  ^^^^ 

I  scorn  as  vanity  and  lies, 
And  bind  Thy  gospel  to  my  heart. 
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FAITH. 

TOPLADY.    7s.    6  lines. 
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T.  H.  HASTINGS. 

Fine. 


LO 

k.  of  Ages!  cleft  for  me, 
me  bide  myself  in  Thee  I 
the  Water  and  the  Blood, 
n  Thy  riven  side  that  flowed, 
•f  sin  the  double  cure ; 
;  me,  Lord,  and  make  me  pure, 
the  labors  of  my  hands 
fulfil  Thy  Law's  demands : 
Id  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Id  mj  tears  forever  flow, 
for  sin  could  not  atone : 
a  must  save,  and  Thou  alone ! 


3  Nothing  in  my  band  I  bring, 
Simplv  to  Thy  Cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 
Foul,  I  to  the  Fountain  fly ; 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  die  I 

4  While  I  diraw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, — 
Rock  of  Ages  I  cleft  for  me. 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  I 


WOOD  WORTH.    L.  M.     w.  b.  bradbury. 
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3 1  am,  without  one  plea, 
lat  Thy  Blood  was  shed  for  me, 
liat  Thou  bidd*8t  me  come  to  Thee, 
imb  of  Qod,  I  come ! 
3 1  am,  and  waiting  not 
my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
3e,  whose  Blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
imb  of  Ood,  I  come  I 
3  1  am,  though  toss'd  about  6 

Qiany  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
ngs  and  fears  within,  without, 
uub  of  God,  I  come ! 
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Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 
Just  as  I  am ;  Thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe ; 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 
Just  as  I  am ;  Thy  Love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now  to  be  Thine,  yea.  Thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 
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ORDEK  OF  SALVATION. 

MERIBAH.    C.  P.  M. 


L.  MAS 
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0  Thou  that.hear'st  the  prayer  of  faith, 
Wilt  thou  not  save  a  soul  from  death, 

That  casts  itself  on  Thee? 

1  have  no  refuge  of  my  own, 

But  fly  to  what  my  Lord  hath  done 
And  suffered  once  for  me. 
2  Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead. 
His  spotless  Righteousness  I  plead, 
And  His  availing  Blood ; 


That  Righteousness  my  robe  shall 
That  merit  shall  atone  for  me, 

And  bring  me  near  to  God. 
Then  save  me  from  eternal  death. 
The  Spirit  of  adoption  breathe, 

His  consolations  send ; 
By  Him  some  word  of  life  impart 
And  sweetly  whisper  to  my  heart 

"  Thy  Maker  is  thy  Friend." 


CRUCIFIX.    8s,  6s. 


GREEK  MELOl 
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I  lav  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 
He  bears  them  all  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load : 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  His  blood  most  precious. 

Till  not  a  spot  remains. 
2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus ; 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Him  ; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem : 
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I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares     , 
He  from  them  all  releases. 

He  all  my  sorrow  shares. 
3  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild . 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Father's  holy  child : 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Aniid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  His  praises. 

To  U&tiv  the  angels*  song. 
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PENITENCE.    7s,  6s,  8s.      w.  h.  oakley. 
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1  God  of  luv  salvation,  hear, 

And  help  me  to  believe ; 
Simply  do  I  now  draw  near^ 

Thy  blessing  to  receive : 
Full  of  guilt,  alas!  I  am, 

But  to  Thy  wounds  for  refuge  flee : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

2  Nothing  have  I,  Lord,  to  pay. 

Nor  can  Thy  grace  procure . 
Empty  send  me  not  away, 

For  I,  Thou  know'st,  am  poor : 
Dust  and  ashes  is  my  name, 

My  all  is  sin  and  misery : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
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ORDER  OF  SALVATION. 

MORRIS  CHANT.    C.  M.    w.  b.  bradbury. 
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1  There  is  a  voice  of  sovereign  grace 
Sounds  from  the  sacred  word : 
*'  Ho,  ye  despairing  sinners,  come, 
And  trust  upon  the  Lord." 


2  My  soul  obeys  th'  almighty  call, 

And  runs  to  this  relief; 
I  would  believe  Thy  promise,  Lord, 
Oh,  help  my  unbelief  I 

3  To  the  dear  fountain  of  Thy  blood, 

Incarnate  God,  1  fly ; 
Here  let  me  wash  my  spotted  soul 
From  crimes  of  deepest  dye. 


4  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm, 
On  Thy  kind  arms  I  fell : 
Be  Thou  my  strength  and  righteoUBness, 
My  Jesus,  and  my  All. 
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1  Blest  is  the  man,  for  ever  blest, 

Whose  guilt  is  pardon'd  by  his  God, 
whose  sins  with  sorrow  are  confess'd, 
And  cover'd  with  his  SavioUr*s  blood. 

2  Blest  is  the  man  to  whom  the  Lord 

imputes  not  his  Iniquities ; 
^e  pleads  no  merit  of  reward, 
And  not  on  works,  but  grace  relies. 
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3  From  guile  his  heart  and  lips  are  free, 

His  humble  joy,  his  holy  fear, 
With  deep  repentance  well  agree. 
And  join  to  prove  his  faith  sincere. 

4  How  glorious  is  that  righteousness 

That  hides  and  cancels  all  his  sins  I 
While  a  bright  evidence  of  grace 
Thro'  Ms  -wbol^  V\fe  ^v^«ax^  «cA^\s\ssi. 
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1  Weary  sinner,  keep  thine  eyes 
On  th'  atoning  Sacritice ; 
View  Him  bleeding  on  the  tree, 
Pouring  out  His  life  for  thee ; 
There  the  dreadful  curse  He  bore, 
Weeping  soul,  lament  no  more. 


2  Caat  thjr  guilty  soul  on  Him ; 
Find  Him  mighty  to  redeem ; 
At  His  feet  thy  burden  lay ; 
Look  thy  doubts  and  care  away : 
Now  by  faith  the  Son  embrace, 
Plead  His  promise,  trust  His  grace. 
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1  Lord,  we  confess  our  numeroas  faults, 
How  great  our  guilt  has  been  : 
Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, 
And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 


2  But,  0  my  soul,  forever  praise, 

Forever  love  His  Name, 
Who  tilrns  thy  feet  from  dangerous  ways 
Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame. 

3  'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteousness 

Which  our  own  hands  liave  done ; 
But  we  are  saved  by  sovereign  grace 
Abounding  through  His  Son. 

^  "Tis  through  the  purchase  of  His  death 
Who  hung  upon  the  tree, 
^he  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe 
On  such  dry  bones  as  we. 


*   ^liaised  from  the  dead,  we  live  anew ; 
And  justified  by  grace 
vVe  shall  appear  in  glory  too, 
And  see  our  Father's  face. 
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1  Jesus,  Thou  art  my  Righteousness, 
For  all  my  sins  were  Thine : 
Thy  death  hath  bought  of  God  my  peace, 
Thy  life  hath  made  Him  mine. 


2  Now  justified  in  Thee  I  am ; 
My  sins  are  all  forgiven  : 
I  taste  salvation  in  Thy  Name, 
And  antedate  my  heaven. 


3  Believing  on  my  Lord,  I  find 
A  sure  and  present  aid : 
On  Thee  alone  my  constant  mind 
Be  every  moment  stay'd. 


4  Whatever  in  me  seems  wise,  or  good. 
Or  strong,  I  hero  disclaim  : 
I  wash  my  garments  in  the  blood 
Of  the  atoning  Lamb. 


5  Jesus,  my  Strength,  my  Life,  my  Rest, 
On  Thee  will  I  depend. 
Till  summoned  to  the  marriage-feast. 
Where  faith  in  sight  shall  end. 
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1  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesug  say, 

•'  Come  unto  Me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  My  breast  I " 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad ; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting-place, 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water;  thirsty  one, 
Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live !  " 


I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quench'd,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 


3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesns  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  Light ; 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  mom  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  brieht  I " 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  mv  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  Light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  all  my  journey's  done. 
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JUSTIFICATION. 

AVIGNON.    L.  M. 


ZINCERTI. 


IS,  Thy  blood  and  Righteousness 
beauty  are,  ray  glorious  dress : 
ist  flaming  worlds,  in  these  array'd, 
h  joy  shall  I  lift  iip  my  head, 
en  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise, 
^ke  my  mansion  iu  the  skies, 
1  then  shall  this  be  all  my  pica — 
sus  hath  lived,  hath  died  for  me." 
d  shall  I  stand  in  that  great  day, 
who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay  7 


Fully,  through  Thee,  absolved  I  am 
From  sin  and  fear,  from  guilt  and  shame. 
This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears 
When  ruin'd  nature  sinks  in  years; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue, 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 
And  when  the  dead  shall  hear  Thy  voice, 
Thy  banish'd  children  shall  rejoice ; 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
Jesus,  the  Lord  our  JEUghteousness. 
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Once  safe  in  Thine  almighty  arms, 

Let  storms  come  on  amain ; 
There  danger  never,  never  harms; 

There  death  itself  is  gain. 
And  when  I  stand  before  Thy  throne 

And  all  thy  glory  see, 
Still  be  my  righteousness  alone 

To  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


Jesus,  Saviour  of  the  lost. 
My  Rock  and  Hiding-place, 
y  storms  of  sin  and  sorrow  toss*d, 
I  seek  Thy  sheltering  grace, 
uilty,  forgive  me,  Lord,  I  cry, 
Pursued  by  foes  I  come; 
sinner,  save  me,  or  I  die ; 
An  outcast,  take  me  home. 
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1  Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free  I 
A  heart  that  always  feels  Thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me ! 

2  A.heart  resign'd,  submissive,  meek. 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak. 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 
S  Oh,  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 
Believing,  true,  and  clean ; 


Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  pari 
From  Him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  ev*ry  thought  renew'd, 

And  full  of  love  divine ; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine  I 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart, 

Come  quickly  from  above ; 
Write  Thy  new  name  upon  my  heart,. 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  Love. 
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1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ! 

Let  Thy  bri|lit^eams  arise ; 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds. 
The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Qpnyince  us  all  of  sin. 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood, 
And  to  our  wand'ring  view  reveal 
The  metcies  of  our  God. 
8  Revive  our  drooping  faith. 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 


And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 

Of  never-dying  love. 
4  'Tis  Thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctify  the  soul. 
To  pour  fresh  life  in  ev'ry  part, 

And  new-create  the  whole. 
6  Dwell,  Spirit,  in  our  hearts ; 

Our  minds  from  bondage  free ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love 

The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 
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1  Prayer  was  appointed  to  convey 

The  blessings  God  designs  to  give ; 
Long  as  they  live,  should  Christians  pray, 
For  only  while  they  pray,  they  live. 

2  The  Chfistia.n's  heart  his  prayer,  indites, 

He  speaks  as  prompted  from  within  ; 
The  Spirit  his  petition  writes. 
And  Christ  receives,  and  gives  it  in. 

3  And  shall  we  in  dead  silence  lie 

When   Christ   stands   waiting   for   our 
prayer! 


My  soul,  thou  hast  a  Friend  on  high ; 
Arise,  and  try  thine  interest  there. 

If  pains  afflict,  or  wrongs  oppress — 
If  cares  distract,  or  fears  dismay- 

If  guilt  deject — if  sin  distress, 
The  remedy's  before  thee — pray. 

'Tis  prayer  supports  the  soul  that's  weak ; 

Though  thought  be  broken — language 
lame, 
Pray,  if  thou  canst,  or  canst  not  speak, 

But  pray  with  faith  in  Jesus'  name. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 
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1  Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Utter'd  or  unexpress'd, 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
Tliat  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear ; 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

8  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 
That  infant  lips  can  try  ; 


Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air. 
His  watchword  at  the  gate  of  death— 
'    He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

5  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice 

Returning  from  his  ways, 
"While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice, 
And  say,  *'  Behold,  he  prays." 
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1  What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat  I 

Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ?  [draw 

2  Prayer  makes  the.  darken'd  cloud  with- 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw. 


Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 
Brings  ev'ry  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 
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PRAYER. 

RETREAT.    L.  M. 


T.  HASTINGS. 
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1  From  ev'ry  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  ev'ry  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  k>etreat, 

'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
Tlie  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads, 

A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet ; 
It  IS  tlie  blood -bought  mercy 'Seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend. 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend, 
Though  sunder'd  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat, 

4  Ah  !  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid. 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed; 
Or  how  the  host  of  hell  defeat. 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat? 

6  There,  there,  on  eagle  wing  we  soar,     ' 
And  sin  and  sense  seem  all  no  more. 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet, 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat  1 

6  Oh,  let  my  hand  forget  her  skill, 
My  tongue  be  silent,  cold  and  still. 
This  bounding  heart  forget  to  beat, 
If  I  forget  the  mercy-seat. 
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S.  WEBBE. 
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1  Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  languish, 
Come,  at  the  mercy -seat  fervently  kneel : 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  j'our  anguish ; 
Earth  has  no  sorrows  that  Heaven  cannot  heal. 


2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  straying, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure. 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  mercy  saying. 
Earth  has  no  sorrows  that  Heaven  cannot  cure. 


3  Here  see  the  Bread  of  Life;  see  waters  flowing 

Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  boun'dless  in  love ; 
Come  to  the  feast  prepared ;  come,  ever  knowing 
Earth  has  its  sorrows,  but  Heaven  can  remove. 
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PRAYER. 

NAOMI.    CM. 


L.  MASON. 


1  Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat, 

Where  Jesus  answers  prayer  ; 
There  humbly  fall  before  His  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea; 

With  this  I  venture  nigh  ; 
Thou  callest  burden'd  souls  to  Thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  I. 

3  Bow'd  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin. 

By  Satan  sorely  press' d, 


By  war  without,  and  fear  within, 
I  come  to  Thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  Thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place; 

That,  shelter'd  near  Thy  side^ 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face. 
And  tell  him,  "  Thou  hast  died." 

5  Oh,  wondrous  love,  to  bleed  and  die. 

To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  Thy  gracious  name. 
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1  The  Lord,  who  truly  knows 

The  heart  of  ev'ry  saint. 

Invites  us  by  His  holy  word 

To  pray  and  never  feint. 

2  He  bows  His  gracious  ear; 

We  never  plead  in  vain  ; 
Yet  we  must  wait  till  He  appear, 
A.nd  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Though  unbelief  suggest. 

Why  should  we  longer  wait  ? 
He  bids  us  never  give  Him  rest. 
But  be  importunate. 
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4  *Twas  thus  a  widow  poor. 

Without  support  or  friend. 
Beset  the  unjust  judge's  door. 
And  gain'd  at  last  her  end. 

5  And  shall  not  Jesus  hear 

His  children  when  they  cry  ? 
Yes,  though  He  may  awhile  forbear, 
He'll  not  their  suit  deny. 

6  Then  let  us  earnest  be. 

And  never  faint  in  prayer; 
He  loves  our  importunity, 
And  makeia  owt  ^axsa^  Wi^  ^iajKi. 
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1  Mv  God,  I  love  Thee ;  not  because 
1  hope  for  heaven  thereby  : 
Nor  yet  because  if  I  love  not 
I  must  forever  die. 


2  Thou,  0  my  Jesus,  Thou  didst  me 
Upon  the  Cross  embrace ; 
For  me  didst  bear  the  nails  and  spear, 
And  manifold  disgrace. 


8  And  griefs  and  torments  numberless, 
And  sweat  of  agony ; 
Even  death  itself— and  all  for  one 
Who  was  Thine  enemy. 


4  Then  why,  0  blessed  Jesus  Christ! 
Should  I  not  love  Thee  well? 
Not  for  the  sake  of  winning  heav'n, 
Or  of  escaping  hell. 


5  Not  with  the  hope  of  gaining  aught; 
Not  seeking  a  reward ; 
But  as  Thyself  hast  loved  me, 
O  ever-loving  Lord ! 


6  E'en  so  I  love  Thee,  and  will  love, 
And  in  Thy  praise  will  sing ; 
Solely  because  Thou  art  my  God, 
And  my  eternal  King. 
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LOVE,  PEACE  AND  JOY. 
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1  Happy  the  heart  where  graces  reign. 

Where  love  inspires  the  breast : 

Love  is  the  brightest  of  the  train, 

And  strengthens  all  the  rest.    . 

2  Knowledge,  alas!  'tis  all  in  vain, 

And  all  in  vain  our  fear: 
Our  stubborn  sins  will  fight  and  reign, 
If  love  be  absent  there. 


3  *Tis  love  that  makes  our  cheerful  feet 

In  swift. obedience  move: 
The  devils  know,  and  tremble  too ; 
But  devils  do  not  love. 

4  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  sings 

When  faith  and  hope  shall  cease ; 
'Tis  this  shall  strike  our  joyful  strings 
In  the  sweet  realms  of  bliss. 


PEACE  AND  JOY. 

GERAR.    S.M. 


L.  MASON. 


1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  your  joy  be  known  ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord. 
Whilst  ye  surround  the  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God : 
But  servants  of  the  Heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  God  who  rules  on  high, 

Who  all  the  earth  surveys. 
Who  rides  upon  the  stormy  sky. 
And  calms  the  roaring  seas : 


4  This  awful  God  is  ours, 
Our  Father  and  our  love ; 

He  will  send  down  His  heavenly  powers 
To  carry  us  above. 

5  There'shall  we  see  his  face, 
And  never,  never  sin ! 

There,  from  the  rivers  of  His  grace. 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 

6  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  everv  tear  be  drv : 

We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground 
To  fairet  ^woiVda  oTv\i\^. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCIS. 

PENIEL.    CM. 


T.  HASTINGS. 


My  God,  the  Spring  of  all  my  joys, 

The  Life  of  my  delights. 
The  Glory  of  my  brightest  days, 

And  Comfort  of  my  nights : 
In  darkest  shades,  if  He  appear, 

My  dawning  is  begun  : 
He  fs  my  soul's  sweet  Morning  Star, 

And  he  my  rising  Sun. 
The  opening*  heavens  around  me  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 


When  Jesus  shows  His  heart  is  mine, 
And  whispers,  I  am  His. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 

At  that  transporting  word. 
Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
T'  embrace  my  dearest  Lord. 

5  Fearless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 

I'd  break  through  every  foe ; 
The  wings  of  love  and  arms  of  faith 
Should  bear  me  conqueror  through. 


HUMILITY  AND  MEEKNESS. 


GUIDE.    7s.    6  lines. 


M.  M.  WELLS. 

FlNI. 


Ever  patient,  gentle,  meek. 

Holy  Saviour !  was  Thy  mind ; 
Vainly  in  myself  I  seek, 

Likeness  to  my  Lord  to  find ; 
Yet,  that  mind  which  was  in  Thee, 
May  be,  must  be  form'd  in  me. 
2  Days  of  toil,  'mid  throngs  of  men, 
Vex'd  not,  ruffled  not  Thy  soul ; 
Still,  collected,  calm,  serene, 


Thou  each  feeling  couldst  control. 
Lord,  that  mind  which  was  in  Thee, 
May  be,  must  be  form*d  in  me. 
3  Though  such  griefs  were  Thine  to  bear, 
For  each  suff*rer  Thou  couldst  feel; 
Everj'  mourner's  burden  share, 

Every  wounded  spirit  heal : 
Saviour  I  let  Thy  grace  in  me 
2B4&    l?oxta  tVva.t  miud  which  was  in  Thee. 


HUMILITT  AND  MEEKNESS. 

DALLAS.    7s. 


M.  L.  CHERUBINI 
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1  Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me  I 
Give  me  true  simplicity ; 
Make  me  poor  and  keep  me  low, 
Seeking  only  Thee  to  know. 

2  All  that  feeds  my  busy  pride, 
Cast  it  evermore  aside ; 

Bid  my  will  to  Thine  submit, 
Lay  me  humbly  at  Thy  feet  1 


3  Make  me  like  a  little  child, 
Simple,  teachable,  and  mild ; 
Seeing  only  in  Thy  light. 
Walking  only  in  Thy  might ! 

4  Leaning  on  Thy  loving  breast. 
Where  a  weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God 
Flowing  from  Thy  precious  blood  I 


GERMANY.    L.  M. 
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1  Happy  the  meek  whose  gentle  breast, 

Clear  as  the  summer's  evening  ray, 
Calm  as  the  regions  of  the  blest. 
Enjoys  on  earth  celestial  day. 

2  His  heart  no  broken  friendships  sting, 

Ko  storms  his  peaceful  tent  invade ; 
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He  rests  beneath  th*  Almighty's  wing, 
Hostile  to  none,  of  none  afraid. 

Spirit  of  grace,  all  meek  and  mild  I 
Inspire  our  breasts,  our  souls  possess ; 

Repel  each  passion  rude  and  wild. 
And  bleaa  ua  aa  ^^  ^xcL  Vi  \A5sssi, 
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LITCHFIELD.    CM. 
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1  We  journey  through  a  vale  of  teaw, 
By  many  a  cloud  o'ercast ; 
And  worldly  cares,  and  worldly  fears, 
Go  with  us  to  the  last. 


2  Not  to  the  last  I    Thy  word  hath  said, 

Could  we  but  read  aright,-— 
Poor  pilgrim,  lift  in  hope  thy  head ; 
At  eve  it  shall  be  light! 

3  Only  believe,  in  living  faith, 

liis  love  and  power  divine ; 


And  ere  thy  sun  shall  set  in  death, 
His  light  shall  round  thee  shine. 

4  When  tempest-clouds  are  dark  on  high, 
His  bow  of  love  and  peace 
Shines  sweetly  in  the  vaulted  sky,— 
A  pledge  that  storms  shall  cease. 

6  Hold  on  thy  way,  with  hope  unchill'df 
By  faith  and  not  by  sight. 
And  thou  shalt  own  His  word  fulfiU'd,— 
At  eve  it  shall  be  light. 
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HOPE. 

AVIGNON.    L.M. 
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1  •'  We've  no  abiding  city  here," 

This  may  distress  the  worldly  mind ; 
But  should  not  cost  a  fiaint  a  tear, 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

2  "We've  no  abiding  city  here," 

Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ; 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer, 
"  We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come," 

3  "We've  no  abiding  city  here," 

Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do ; 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear ; 

But  let  us  haste  from  all  below. 
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We've  no  abiding  city  here," 
We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight : 
Zion  its  name, — the  Lord  is  there, 
It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

5  O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 

Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest; 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
I'd  flee  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest. 

6  But  hush,  my  soul !  nor  dare  repine; 

The  time  my  God  appoints  is  best  : 
While  here,  to  do  His  will  be  mine, 
And  His  to  fix  my  time  of  rest. 


AUGUSTUS.    L.  M. 


W.  D.  ROEDEL. 


1 0  Zion,  when  I  think  of  thee, 
I  wish  for  pinions  like  a  dove, 
A.nd  mourn  to  think  that  I  should  be 
So  distant  from  the  place  I  love. 
2  An  exile  here,  and  far  from  home, 
For  Zion's  sacred  walls  I  sigh  ; 
Thither  the  ransom'd  nations  come, 
And  see  the  Saviour  eye  to  eye. 
'  3  While  here  I  walk  on  hostile  ground, 
The  few  that  I  can  call  my  Menda 


Are  like  myself  with  fetters  bound. 
And  weariness  our  steps  attends. 
4  But  yet  ye  shall  behold  the  day 

When  Zion's  children  shall  return. 
Our  sorrows  then  shall  flee  away. 
And  we  shall  never,  never  mourn. 
6  The  hope  that  such  a  day  will  come 
Makes  e'en  the  exile's  portion  sweet, 
Though  now  we  watvd^t  i^x  itoxaVorK^a^ 
In  Zion  soon  "we  a\\  ^\v^\  "hi^^X** 
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And  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 

And  let  it  faint  or  die ; 
My  soul  shall  quit  the  mournful  vale 

And  soar  to  worlds  on  high  : 
Shall  join  the  disembodied  saints, 

And  find  its  long-sought  rest, 
That  only  bliss  for  which  it  pants. 

In  the  Redeemer's  breast. 

In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown 

I  now  the  cross  sustain, 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down. 

And  smile  at  toil  and  pain  : 
I  suffer  on  my  threescore  years 

Till  mj*-  Deliverer  come. 
And  wipe  away  His  servant's  tears, 

And  take  His  exile  home. 
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Oh,  what  hath  Jesus  bought  for  me  I 

Before  my  ravish'd  eyes 
Rivers  of  life  divine  I  see, 

And  trees  of  paradise ! 
I  see  a  world  of  spirits  bright 

Who  taste  the  pleasures  there ! 
They  all  are  robed  in  spotless  white, 

And  conq'ring  palms  they  bear. 

Oh,  what  are  all  my  sufif'rings  here 

If,  Lord,  Thou  count  me  meet, 
With  that  enraptured  host  t'  appear, 

And  worship  at  Thy  feet  I 
Give  joy  or  grief,  give  ease  or  pain, 

Take  life  or  friends  away  ; 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again 

In  that  eternal  day. 


HOPE. 

VARINA.    CM.    D. 


C.  H.  RINK. 
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I  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 
And  cast  a  wishful  eye 

)  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 
Where  my  possessions  tie. 

3,  the  transporting,  rapt'rous  scene, 
That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
reet  fields  array'd  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight. 

lere  generous  fruits,  that  never  fail, 
On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
lere  rocks  and  hills,  and  brooks  and  vales 
With  milk  and  honey  flow. 

II  o^er  those  wide-extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day ; 


There  God  the  Son  for  ever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 

5  No  chilling  winds  nor  poisonous  breath 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  fear'd  no  more. 

6  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place. 

And  be  for  ever  blest? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 
And  in  His  bosom  rest? 

7  Fiird  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Would  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll. 
Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 


BEATRICE.    CM. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 
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PATIENCE  AND  RESIGNATION. 


NAOMI.    CM. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Father  I  -whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  hand  denies, 
Accepted  at  Thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise : 

2  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free ; 


The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  let  me  live  to  Thee. 

3  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine 
My  life  and  death  attend  ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end. 


CROSS  AND  CROWN.    C.  M,    g.n.allen. 
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1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  frecT 
No,  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there's  a  cross  for  nie. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 

Who  once  went  sorrowing  hero ; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love. 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 


3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 
And  tlien  go  home  my  crown  to  weafi 
For  there's  a  crown' for  me. 

4  Upon  the  crystal  pavement,  down 

At  Jcsns'  pierced  feet. 
Joyful  I'll  cast  my  golden  crown. 
And  His  dear  name  repeat. 
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PATIENCE  AND  RESIGNATION. 

JEWETT.    6s.    D. 


J.  p.  HOLBROOK. 
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1  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

Oh,  may  Thy  will  be  mine  I 
Into  thy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resign. 
Tlirouj^h  sorrow  or  through  joy 

Conduct  me  as  Tliine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done! 

2  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 
Grow  dim  or  disappear : 


Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept 
And  sorrow'd  oft  alone. 

If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 
My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done! 


3  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

All  shall  be  well  for  me : 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee : 
Thus  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on. 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be.doae  1 
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EMANCIPATION.    6s.    D. 


C.  G.  ALLAN. 
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1  Thy  way,  not  mine,  0  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand ; 
Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

2  Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough, 

It  still  will  be  the  best; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  leads 
Right  onward  to  Thy  rest. 

3  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot : 

I  would  not,  if  I  might; 
Choose  Thou  for  me^  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  anght. 
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4  The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  Thine :  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  Btray. 

6  Choose  Thou  for  me  my  Mends, 
My  sickness  or  my  health ; 
Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me. 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 

6  Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  Thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength, 
My  Wisdom,  and  my  All. 


PATIENCE  AND  RESIGNATION. 

ORTONVILLE.    CM. 


T.  HASTINGS. 


1  0  Lord,  ray  best  desire  falfil, 

And  lielp  me  to  resign 
Lif(p!,  health,  and  comfort  to  Thy  will, 
And  make  Thy  pleasure  mine. 

2  Why  should  I  shrink  at  Thy  command, 

Whose  lore  forbids  my  fears  7 
Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 
That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 


3  No,  rather  let  me  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prize  to  Thee, 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld, 
Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

4  Thy  favor  all  my  journey  through 

Thou  art  engaged  to  ^rant : 
What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 
'Tis  better  still  to  want. 


HURSLEY.    L.  M. 


F.  J.  HAYDK. 
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1  0  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content 
Our  years  of  pilgrimage  are  spent  I 
Where'er  we  a  well,  we  dwell  with  Thee, 
In  heaven,  in  earth,  or  on  the  sea. 

2  To  us  remains  nor  place  nor  time ; 
Our  country'"  is  in  every  clime ! 

.  We  can  be  calm  and  free  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  God  is  there. 
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While  place  we  seek,  or  place  we  shun, 
The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none , 
But  with  our  God  to  guide  our  way, 
'Tis  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay 

Could  we  te  cast  where  Thou  art  not, 
That  were  indeed  a  dreadful  lot ; 
But  regions  none  remote  we  call, 
Secure  of  finding  God  in  all. 
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1  LoTe  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down ' 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown 
Jesus,  Thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art , 
Visit  us  witli  Thy  salvation, 

Enter  every  trembling  lieart ' 

8  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  Thy  lovely  spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ! 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inl|erit, 

Let  us  find  Thy  promised  rest. 
Take  away  the  love  of  sinning, 

Alpha  and  Ome^a  be ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 
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Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive ; 
Graciously  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave ! 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 

Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above , 
Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  Thy  precious  love. 

Finish  then  Thy  new  creation, 

Pure,  unspotted  may  we  be; 
Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee ! 
Change  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  m  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


HOLINESS. 

LOUVAN.    L.  M. 


V.  TAYLOR. 


1  So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess  ; 

So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine, 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine ! 

2  Thus  shall  we  hest  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God, 
When  the  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 


3  Our  flesh  and  sense  must  be  denied, 
Passion  and  envy,  lust  and  pride ; 
While  justice,  temperance,  truth  and  love 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

4  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up, 
Whilst  we  expect  that  blessed  hope. 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 
And  fiiith  stands  leaning  on  His  word. 


ORIEL.    L.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  Oh,  that  mv  load  of  sin  were  gone! 

Oh,  that  I  could  at  last  submit 
At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down, 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet! 

2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find  : 

Saviour,  if  mine  indeed  Thou  art. 
Give  me  Thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  Thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 

And  fully  set  my  spirit  free ; 
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I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within. 

Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  Thee. 
Fain  would  I  learn  of  Thee,  my  God, 

Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove, 
The  cross  all  stain'd  with  hallow'd  blood. 

The  labor  of  Thy  dying  love. 
I  would ;  but  Thou  must  give  the  power ; 

My  heart  from  every  sin  release ; 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour. 

And  fill  me  with  Thy  perfect  peace. 


CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

FURTH.    S.  M.    D. 
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1  Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope. 

On  Thee  I  cast  my  care, 
With  humble  confidence  look  up. 

And  know  Thou  hear'st  my  prayer. 
Give  me  on  Thee  to  wait, 

Till  I  can  all  things  do ; 
On  Thee,  almighty  to  create, 

Ali!nighty  to  renew. 

2  I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick  discerning  eye. 
That  looks  to  Thee  when  sin  is  near, 

And  sees  the  tempter  fly : 
A  spirit  still  prepared, 

And  arm'd  with  jealous  care, 
For  ever  standing  on  its  guard. 

And  watching  unto  prayer. 
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3  I  want  a  heart  to  pray,  , 

To  pray  and  never  cease. 
Never  to  murmur  at  Thy  stay, 

Or  wish  ray  suff 'rings  less. 
This  blessing,  above  all, 

Al  ways  to  pray,  I  want. 
Out  of  the  deep  on  Thee  to  call, 

And  never,  never  &int. 

4  I  rest  upon  Thy  Word : 

Thy  promise' is  for  me: 
My  succor  and  salvation.  Lord, 

Shall  surely  come  from  Thee. 
But  let  me  still  abide, 

Nor  from  my  hope  remove. 
Till  Thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 

Into  Thy  perfect  love. 
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Assist  my  soul,  too  apt  t©  stray, 

A  stricter  watch  to  keep ; 
And,  should  I  e'er  forget  Thy  way, 

Restore  Thy  wand' ring  sheep. 
Make  me  to  walk  in  Thy  commands ; 

'Ti3  a  delightful  road : 
Nor  let  my  lips,  or  heart,  or  hands 

Offend  against  my  God. 


1  Oh,  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways 

To  keep  His  statutes  still ! 
Oh.  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  His  will ! 

2  Order  my  footsteps  by  Thy  word. 

And  make  my  heart  sincere ; 
Let  sin  have  no  dominion.  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 


ST.  THOMAS.    S.  M. 


W.  TANSUR. 
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1  And  shall  we  still  be  slaves, 

And  in  our  fetters  lie. 
When  summon'd  by  a  voice  divine 
T'  assert  our  liberty  ? 

2  Did  the  great  Saviour  bleed. 

Our  freedom  to  obtain  ? 
And  shall  we  trample  on  His  blood, 
And  glory  in  our  chain  ? 

3  Shall  we  go  on  to  sin. 

Because  Thy  grace  abounds ; 
Or  crucify  the  Lord  again, 
And  open  all  His  wounds  ? 
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Forbid  it,  mighty  God  I 

Nor  let  it  e'er  be  said, 
That  those  for  whom  Thy  Sdn  has  died 

In  vice  are  lost  and  dead. 

5  The  man  that  durst  despise 

The  law  that  Moses  brought. 
Behold !  how  terribly  he  dies 
For  his  presumptuous  fault. 

6  But  sorer  vengeance  falls 

On  that  rebellious  race, 
Who  hate  to  hear  when  Jesus  calls, 
And  dare  resist  His  gracQ. 
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1  Our  times  are  in  Tliy  hand : 

O  God,  we  wish  tliem  there; 
Our  life,  our  friends,  our  souls  we  leave 
Entirely'  to  Thy  care. 

2  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 

Whatever  they  may  be. 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright, 
As  best  may  seem  to  Thee. 

3  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand  : 

Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear? 


A  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 


4  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 
Jesus,  the  Crucified ; 
The  hand  our  many  sins  have  pierce* 
Is  now  our  guard  and  guide. 


5  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand : 
We'll  always  trust  on  Thee, 
Till  we  have  left  the  weary  land, 
And  all  Thy  glory  see. 
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TRUST  OK  FAITH. 

STEPHENS.    CM. 
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1  Oh,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Thoagh  press'd  by  ev'ry  foe, 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe ! — 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beneath  the  chast'ning  rod, 
But,- in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  God ; — 

8  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 
When  tempests  rage  without ; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear. 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt ; — 

4  That  bears  unmoved  the  world's  dread 

frown,' 
Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile ; 
That  seas  of  trouble  cannot  drown, 
Nor  Satan's  arts  beguile; — 

5  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 

Till  life's  last  hour  is  fled, 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  a  dying  bed. 

6  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this. 

And  then,  whate'er  may  come. 
We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallow'd  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

HOLBROOK-    7s.    D.       j.  p.  holbrook. 
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1  Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  : 
Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 

Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last  I 
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2  Other  refuge  have  I  none : 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee: 
Leave,  ah,  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me : 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayM, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I* bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


TRUST  OR  FAITH. 


3  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find : 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name ; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness : 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am ; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee : 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


MARTYN.    7s.    D. 


S.  B.  MARSH. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 


CADDO.    CM. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY- 


1  Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bliss, 

And  saves  me  from  its  snares ; 
Its  aid  in  ey'r}'  duty  brings, 
And  softens  all  my  cares. 

2  Extinguishes  the  thirst  of  sin, 

And  lights  the  sacred  fire 
Of  love  to  God  and  heavenly  things, 
And  feeds  the  pure  desire. 

3  The  wounded  conscience  knows  its  power 

The  healing  balm  to  give ; 
That  balm  the  saddest  heart  can  cheer, 
And  make  the  dying  live. 


Wide  it  unveils  celestial  worlds, 

Where  deathless  pleasures  reign ; 
And  bids  me  seek  my  portion  there, 

Nor  bids  me  seek  in  vain. 
Shows  me  the  precious  promise  seal'd 

With  my  Redeemer's  olood ; 
And  helps  my  feeble  hope  to  rest 

Upon  a  faithful  God. 
There,  there  unshaken  would  I  rest, 

Till  this  vile  body  dies. 
And  then  on  faith's  triumphant  wings 

At  once  to  glory  rise. 


DUKE  STREET.    L.  M. 


J.  HATTON. 


1  *Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 

We  walk  through  deserts  dark  as  night; 
Till  we  arrive  at  heaven  our  home, 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light. 

2  The  want  of  sight  she  well  supplies ; 

She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear ; 
Far  into  distant  worlds  she  pries, 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 


8  Cheerful  we  tread  the  desert  through. 
While  faith  inspires  a  heavenly  ray, 
Though  lions  roar,  and  tempests  blow^ 
And  rock  and  dangers  fill  the  way, 
4  So  Abra'm,  by  divine  command^ 

Left  his  own  house  to  walk  with  God; 
His  faith  beheld  the  promised  land. 
And  cheer'd  him  on  his  toilsome  road. 
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TRUST  OR  FAITH. 

BLENDON.    L.  M. 


F.  GIARDINI. 


1  Sing  to  the  Lord,  who  loud  proclaims 
His  yarious  and  His  saving  names : 
Oh,  may  they  not  be  heard  alone, 
But  by  our  sure  experience  known. 

2  Awake,  our  noblest  powers,  to  bless 
The  God  of  Abra'm,  God  of  peace; 
Now  by  a  dearer  title  known. 
Father  and  God  of  Christ  His  Son. 

3  Through  ev'ry  age  His  gracious  ear 
Is  open  to  His  servants'  prayer ; 


Nor  can  one  humble  soul  coniplaln 
That  it  hath  sought  its  God  in  vain, 

4  What  unbelieving  heart  shall  dare 
In  whispers  to  suggest  a  fearj 
While  still  He  owns  His  ancient  name. 
The  same  His  power,  His  love  the  same  I 

i>  To  Thee  our  souls  in  faith  arise, 
To  Thee  we  lift  expecting  eyes. 
And  boldly  through  the  desert  tread ; 
For  God  will  guard,  where  God  shall  lead. 


GREENVILLE.    8s,  7s.    D.    j.  j.  rousseau. 

Fine. 


^  Holy  Father,  Thou  hast  taught  me 

I  should  live  to  Thee  alone ; 
Year  by  year,  Thy  hand  hath  brought  nie 

On  through  dangers  oft  unknown. 
"When  I  wander'd.  Thou  hast  found  me; 

When  I  doubted,  sent  me  light ; 
Still  Thine  ami  has  been  around  me, 

All  my  paths  were  in  Thy  sight. 
*  In  the  world  will  foes  assail  me, 

Craftier,  stronger  far  than  I ; 
And  the  strife  may  never  fail  me, 

Well  I  know,  before  I  die,  303 


Therefore,  Lord,  I  come,  believing 

Thou  canst  give  the  power  I  need ; 
Through  the  prayer  of  faith  receiving 

Strength — the  Spirit's  strength,  indeed, 
I  would  trust  in  Thy  protecting, 

Wholly  rest  upon  Thine  arm ; 
Follow  wholly  Thy  directing, 

Thou,  mine  only  guard  from  harm ! 
Keep  me  from  my  own  undoing, 

Help  me  turn  to  Thee  when  tried ; 
Still  my  footate;^a.¥vsX\v^T,y\^'^YCl.^^ 

Keep  in©  ©^er  atTVi^  vi.^^. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

PORTUGUESE  HYMN.    lis. 
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1  How  firm  a  foatidation,  yc  saints  of  the 

Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  His  excellent  word ! 
What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  he  has 

baid, 
Who  unto  the  Saviour  for  refuge  have  fled  ? 

* 

2  "Inev'rycondition— in  sickness,  in  health, 
In  poverty's  vale,  or  abounding  in  wealth. 
At  home  and  abroad,  on  the  land,  on  the 

sea,  [shall  be. 

As  thy  days  may  demand,  so  thy  succor 

3  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee;  oh,  be  not  dis- 

may'd; 
For  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee 

aid; 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause 

thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  My  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

4  *'  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee 

to  go. 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow ; 


For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bl«s, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

6  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway 

shall  lie, 
My  gra(!e,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply ; 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  re- 
fine. 

G  "  E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  My  people  shall 

prove 
My  sov' reign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 
And  then,  when  gray  hairs  shall  their 

temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  sliall  still  in  My  bosom 

be  borne. 

7  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  lean'd  fot 

repose, 
I  will  not.  1  cannot  desert  to  his  foes: 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavo^ 

to  shake,  ^ 

I'll  never— no,  never— no,  never  forsake f* 
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TRUST  OE  FAITH. 

OLIVET.    6s,  4. 


L.  MASON. 
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My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamh  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine  I 
Now  hear  nie  \sjhile  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away ; 
Oh,  let  nie  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine  1 
May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire  I 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  w.arm,  and  changeless  he, 

A  living  fire  1 


8  While  life*s  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  Thou  my  Guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Kor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 
4  When  ends  life's  transient  dreant, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll ; 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love. 
Pear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransom' d  soul ." 


LEIGHTON.    S.  M.       h.  w.  greatorex. 


My  spirit  on  Thy  care,^ 

Blest  Saviour,  I  recline; 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  to  despair. 

For  Thou  art  Love  divine. 
I  In  Thee  I  place  my  trust, 

On  Thee  I  calmly  rest : 
I  know  Thee  good,  I  know  Thee  just, 

And  ooant  Thy  choice  the  best. 
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Whate'er  events  betide, 

Th^  will  they  all  perform ; 
Safe  m  Thy  breast  my  head  I  hide, 

Nor  fear  the  coming  storm. 
Let  good  or  ill  befall, 

It  must  be  good  for  me  ; 
Secure  of  having  Thee  in  all, 

Of  having  all  in  Thee, 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

OLA.    L.M. 
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1  Thou  only  Sov'reign  of  my  heart, 

My  refuge,  my  almighty  Friend  I 
And  can  m}'  soul  from  Thee  depart, 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend? 

2  Whither,  ah,  whither  shall  I  go, 

A  wretched  wand'rer  from  my  Lord? 
Can  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  woe 
One  glimpse  of  Iiappiness  afford? 


3  Eternal  life  Thy  words  impart ; 

On  these  my  fainting  spirit  lives; 
Here  sweeter  "comforts  cheer  my  heart 
Than  all  the  round  that  nature  gives. 

4  Low  at  Thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie; 

Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine; 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  Thine  eye, 
For  life,  eternal  life,  is  Thine. 


GEER.    CM. 


H.  W.  GREATOREX. 


1  Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul, 

On  Thee,  when  sorrows  rise, 
On  Thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  Thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief. 

For  Thou  alone  canst  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  ev'ry  pain  I  feel. 


But,  oh,  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 

I  fear  to  call  Thee  mine; 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fa^x, 

And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  flee? 

Thou  art  my  only  trust ; 
And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  The^ 

Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 
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TRUST  OR  FAITH. 

CASKEY.    7s,  6s.    D. 


T.  E.  PERKINS. 


Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings ; 
It  is  the  Lord,  Who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings; 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining. 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 
2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation. 

And  find  it  ever  new : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say. 
Let  an  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 


It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  He  wili  bear  us  through ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

Will  clothe  His  people  too : 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 
Though  neither  vine  nor  fig-tree 

Its  wonted  fruit  shall  bear, 
Though  all  the  fields  should  wither, 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there ; 
Yet  God  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice ; 
For  while  in  Him  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 


CHIMES.    CM. 
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L.  MASON. 
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1  Give  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise 

Within  the  veil,  and  see 
The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys, 
How  bright  their  glories  be. 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below. 

And  bathed  their  couch  with  tears ; 
Tliey  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 
8  I  ask  thera  whence  their  vict'ry  came ; 
They,  with  united  breath,  307 


Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 

Their  triuray^h  to  His  death. 
They  mark'd  the  footsteps  that  He  trod ; 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast ; 
And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 

Possess  the  promised  rest. 
Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise, 

For  His  own  pattern  given ; 
While  the  lou^  clowd  c^t  '^\\xv^sftR& 
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BOYNTON.    CM. 


REV.  C.  MALAN. 


Happy  the  man  whose  wishes  climb 

To  mansions  in  the  skies ! 
He  looks  on  all  the  joys  of  time 

With  undesiring  eyes. 

2  In  vain  soft  pleasure  spreads  her  charms, 

And  throws  her  silken  chain ; 
And  wealth  and  fame  invite  his  arms, 
And  tempt  his  ear  in  vain. 

3  He  knows  that  all  these  glitt'ring  things 

Must  yield  to  sure  decay ; 


And  sees  on  time's  extended  wings 
How  swift  they  flee  away. 

To  things  unseen  by  mortal  eyes, 

A  beam  of  sacred  light 
Directs  his  view  ;  his  prospects  rise 

All  permanent  and  oright. 

His  hopes  are  fix'd  on  joys  to  come: 
Those  blissful  scenes  on  high 

Shall  flourish  in  immortal  bloom 
When  time  and  nature  die. 
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Courage,  my  soul !  while  God  is  near, 
What  enemy  hast  thou  to  fear? 
How  canst  thou  want  a  sure  defence 
Whose  refuge  is  Omnipotence? 
Though  thickest  dangers  crowd  my  way, 
My  God  can  chase  my  fears  away ; 
My  steadfast  heart  on  him  relies, 
And  all  those  dangers  still  defies. 
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Though  billows  after  billows  roll 
To  overwhelm  my  sinking  soul, 
Firm  as  a  rock  my  faith  shall  stand, 
Upheld  by  God's  almighty  hand. 

In  life,  His  presence  is  my  aid ; 

In  death,  'twill  ^lide  me  thro'  theshcMie, 

Chase  all  my  rising  fears  away, 

And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 
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1  I  look  to  JesTis,  and  the  face 

Of  God  is  turn'd  on  me  in  love, 
I  feel  a  father's  fond  embrace, 
And  all  my  doubts  and  fears  remove. 

2  I  look  to  Jesus,  and  behold  I 

My  heart  is  lightened  of  its  cares. 
My  love  for  earthly  things  grows  cold, 
And  pleasure  vainly  spreads  her  snares. 

3  I  look  to  Jesus,  and  the  sight 

Of  all  tliat  He  endured  for  me, 
Makes  e*en  my  greatest  sufferings  light, 
Compared  with  His  deep  agony. 


4  I  look  to  Jesus  when  my  zeal 

And  faith  and  love  grow  dead  and  cold; 
Then  doth  He  Calvary  reveal. 
And  make  me  in  His  service  bold. 


5  Thus  let  me,  Lord,  while  life  doth  last, 
In  faith  look  ever  up  to  Thee, 
And  when  life's  sinful  days  are  past 
I  shall  Thy  £ace  in  glory  see. 
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My  Lord,  my  IjOtcI,  I  look  to  Thee,  I  look  to  Thee.  My  Saviour,  I  look  to    tEw. 
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1  O  eyes  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  that  are  sore  I 
Look  off  unto  Jesus,  now  sorrow  no  more  I 
The  light  of  His  countenance  shineth  so  bright, 
That  here,  as  in  heaven,  there  need  be  no  night. 

2  While  looking  to  Jesus,  my  heart  cannot  fear; 
I  tremble  no  more  when  I  see  Jesys  near ; 

I  know  that  His  presence  my  safeguard  will  be, 
For,  "  Why  are  ye  troubled  ?  "  He  saith  unto  me. 

3  Still  looking  to  Jesus,  oh,  may  I  be  found, 
When  Jordan's  dark  waters  encompass  me  round 
They  bear  me  away  in  His  presence  to  be : 

I  see  Him  still  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 

4  Then,  then  shall  I  know  the  fhll  beauty  and  grace 
Of  Jesus,  my  Lord,  when  I  stand  face  to  face ; 

I'll  know  how  His  love  went  before  me  each  day, 
And  wonder  that  ever  mine  eyes  tum'd  away. 
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1  Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  aerve  Thee  is  ray  share. 
And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  endless  day  ? 

3  Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  He  went  through  before  ; 
«o  one  into  His  kingdom  comes, 
But  through  His  open'd  door. 


4  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me  meet 
Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  Thv  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 
What  will  Thy  glory  be  I 


5  Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints, 
And  weary,  sinful  days, 
And  join  with  all  triumphant  saints 
Who  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 


6  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small ; 
The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
But  'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all. 
And  I  shall  be  with  Him. 
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1  And  art  Thou  with  us,  gracious  Lord, 

To  dissipate  our  feari 
Dost  Thou  proclaim  Thyself  our  God, 
Our  God  for  ever  near?  [earth, 

2  Doth  Thy  right  hand,  which  form'd  the 

And  bears  up  all  the  skies. 
Stretch  from  on  high  its  friendly  aid, 
When  dangers  round,  us  rise  ? 

3  ^.nd  wilt  Thou  lead  our  weary  souls 

To  that  delightful  scene. 


Where  rivers  of  salvation  flow 
Through  pastures  ever  green  ? 
4  On  Thy  support  our  souls  shall  lean, 
And  banish  ev'ry  care ; 
The  gloomy  vale  of  death  shall  smile, 
If  God  be  with  us  there. 
6  While  we  His  gracious  succor  prove, 
*Midst  all  our  various  ways, 
The  darkest  shades  through  which  we  pass 
Shall  echo  with  His  praise. 


FOREST.    L.  M. 


A.  CHAPIN. 


1  God  of  my  life,  whose  gracious  power 

Thro'  various  deaths  my  soul  hath  led 
Or  turn'd  aside  the  fatal  hour, 
Or  lifted  up  my  sinking  head  I 

2  In  all  my  ways  Thy  hand  I  own, 

Thy  rulingj  providence  I  see  * 
Assist  me  still  my  course  to  run, 
-^nd  still  direct  my  paths  to  Thee. 

3  Whither,  oh,  whither  should  I  fly, 

But  to  my  loving  Saviour's  breast ; 
Secure  within  Thine  arms  to  lie. 
And  safe  beneath  Thy  wings  to  rest? 


I  have  no  skill  the  snare  to  shun, 

But  Thou,  0  Christ!  my  Wisdom  art: 
I  ever  into  ruin  run, 
But  Thou  art  greater  than  my  heart. 
6  Foolish,  and  impotent,  and  blind, 
Lead  me  a  way  I  have  not  known  ; 
Bring  me  where  I  my  heaven  may  find, 
The  heaven  of  loving  Thee  alone. 
6  Enlarge  my  heart  to  make  Thee  room ; 
Enter,  and  in  me  ever  stay ; 
The  crooked  then  shall  straight  become, 
The  darkness  shall  be  lost  in  day. 
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1  Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs 

And  ways  into  His  hands. 
To  His  sure  truth  and  tender  care, 
Who  earth  and  heaven  commands — 

2  Who  points  the  clouds  their  course, 

Whom  winds  and  seas  obey ; 
He  shall  direct  thy  wand'ring  feet; 
He  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

3  Put  thou  thy  trust  in  God ; 

In  duty's  path  go  on ; 


Fix  on  His  word  thy  steadfast  eye ; 
8o  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

No  profit  canst  thou  gain 

By  self-consuming  care ; 
To  Him  commend  thy  cause ;  His  ear 

Attends  thy  softest  prayer. 

Leave  to  his  sovereign  sway 
To  choose  and  to  command ; 

So  shalt  thou  wondering  own,  His  sway 
How  wise,  how  strong  His  hand. 


MANOAH.    CM. 


G.  ROSSINI. 


1  0  Thou,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

I  lift  my  soul  to  Thee ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 
0  Lon),  remember  me  I 

2  When  on  my  aching,  burden'd  heart 

My  sins  lie  heavily,  • 
Thy  pardon  grant,  new  peace  impart; 
Then,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

5  When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  way, 
And  ills  I  cannot  flee, 


Oh,  let  my  strength  be  as  my  day — 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me ! 

When  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death 

I  wait  Thy  just  decree ; 
Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath : 

Now,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

And  when  before  Thy  throne  I  stand. 

And  lift  my  soul  to  Thee, 
Then  with  the  saints  at  Thy  right  hand^ 

0  Lord,  Tetv\eni\iet  tsi^X 
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1  I  love  the  Lord ;  He  heard  my  cries, 
And  pitied  ev'ry  groan ; 
Long  as  I  live,  when  troubles  rise, 
I'll  hasten  to  His  throne. 


2  I  love  the  Lord ;  He  bow'd  His  ear, 

And  chased  my  griefs  away : 

Oh,  let  my  heart  no  more  despair, 

While  i  have  breath  to  pray. 


3  Among  the  saints  that  fill  Thy  house. 
My  off' ring  shall  be  paid ; 
There  shall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 
My  soul  in  anguish  made. 


4  The  Lord  beheld  me  sore  distrest : 
He  bade  my  pains  remove : 
Return,  my  soul,  to  God,  thy  rest. 
For  thou  hast  known  His  love. 
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1  A  pilgrim  and  a  stranger, 

I  journey  here  below : 
Far  distant  is  niy  country, 

The  home  to  which  1  go. 
Here  I  must  toil  and  travail, 

Oft  weary  and  opprest, 
Bat  there  my  God  shall  lead  me 

To  everlasting  rest. 

2  There  still  my  thoughts  are  dwelling, 

'Tis  there  I  long  to  be ; 
CJome,  Lord,  and  call  thy  servant 
To  blessedness  with  Thee  I 


Come,  bid  my  toils  be  ended, 
Let  all  my  wanderings  cease ; 

Call  from  the  wayside  lodging 
To  the  sweet  home  of  peace ! 

3  There  I  shall  dwell  forever. 

No  more  a  stranger  guest, 
With  all  thy  blood-bought  children. 

In  everlasting  rest : 
The  pilgrim  toils  forgotten, 

The  pilgrim  conflicts  o'er. 
All  earthly  griefs  behind  us, 

Eternal  joys  before  I 
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1  In  weariness  and  pain, 

By  sins  and  fears  opprest, 
I  turn  me  to  my  Rest  again, 
My  soul's  eternal  Rest. 


2  The  Lamb  that  died  for  me, 

And  still  my  load  doth  bear, — 
To  Jesus'  streaming  wounds  I  flee, 
And  find  my  quiet  there. 


3  Jesus,  was  ever  grief, 

Was  ever  love  like  Thine? 
Thy  sorrow,  Lord,  is  my  relief. 
Thy  life  hath  ransom'd  mine. 

4  Oh,  may  I  rise  with  Thee, 

And  soar  to  things  above, 
And  spend  a  blest  eternity 
In  praise  of  dying  Love. 


316 


«s^ 


TRUST  OR  FAITH. 

WEBB.    7s,  6s.    D. 


G.  J.  WEBB. 


^^^^^^ 


-^p— ^. 


-t-^- 


f=T=^=F 


2K 


t=t 


I 


-t- 


1 — r 


::;t 


5A 


^ 


^^ 


J — I. 


Fine. 


^^ 


f=^ 


-iSt- 


i 


2^=t 


■^• — •• 


1?: 


f^ 


=:-^z % 


■^ 


t=l=|: 


f 


i 


^a 


-/9- 


:±=^: 


^ 


^ 


i 


J     ^     1^     S;4^ 


.    D.  S. 


^nrtrr^^i^T^^ 


jt    Jr^J 


1 


1 1  need  Thee,  precious  Jesus, 

For  I  am  full  of  sin  ; 
My  soul  is  dark  and  guilty, 

My  heart  is  dead  within  : 
I  need  the  cleansing  fountain 

Where  I  can  always  flee, 
The  blood  of  Christ  most  precious,^ 

The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 

2  I  need  Thee,  blessed  Jesus, 
For  I  am  very  poor ; 
^  stranger  and  a  pilgrim, 
I  have  no  earthly  store : 


317 


I  need  the  love  of  Jesus 

To  cheer  me  on  my  way, 
To  guide  my  doubting  footsteps 

To  bo  my  strength  and  stay. 

3  I  need  Theef,  blessed  Jesus, 

And  hope  to  see  Thee  soon, 
Encircled  with  the  rainbow. 

And  seated  on  Thy  throne  I 
There,  with  Thy  blood-bought  children, 

My  Joy  shall  ever  be, 
To  sing  Thy  praise,  Lord  Jesus, 

To  gaze,  my  Lord^  on  Tbeial 
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When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  t^e  skies, 

I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 


2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  hellish  darts  be  hurl'd, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 


3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 
And  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 


4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  wear}'-  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rest ; 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 
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1  I*m  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 
Or  to  defend  His  cause, 
Maintain  the  honor  of  His  word, 
The  glory  of  His  crosff. 


2  Jesus,  my  God ! — I  know  His  name — 
His  name  is  all  my  trust ; 
Nor  will  He  put  my  soul  to  shame, 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 


3  Firm  as  His  throne  His  promise  stands, 
And  He  can  well  secure 
What  I've  committed  to  his  hands, 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 


4  Then  will  He  own  my  worthless  name 
Before  His  Father's  face, 
And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 
Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 
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1  Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us 

Througli  this  lonely  vale  of  tears ; 
Through  the  changes  Thou'st  decreed  us, 

Till  our  last  great  change  appears : 
When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 

When  in  devious  paths  we  stray, 
Let  Thy  goodness  never  fail  us ; 

Lead  us  in  Thy  perfect  way. 

2  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish. 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  larfguish, 

Suifer  not  our  souls  to  fear. 
And  when  mortal  life  is  enaed, 

Bid  us  on  Thy  bosom  rest ; 
Till  by  angel-bands  attended 

We  awake  among  the  blest  I 
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1  Oh,  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone, 
Whose  lives  a  peaceful  tenor  keep ; 
For  God,  who  pities  man,  hath  shown 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 


2  The  light  of  smiles  shall  fill  again 
The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears ; 
And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 
Are  promises  of  happier  years. 


3  There  is  a  day  of  sunny  rest 

For  every  dark  and  troubled  night; 

And  grief  mav  bide  an  evening  guest, 

But  joy  shah  come  with  early  light. 


4  Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart. 
Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny ; 
Though  with  a  pierced  and  broken  heart 
And  spurn' d  of  men  he  goes  to  die. 


For  God  has  mark'd  each  sorrowing  day, 
And  number'd  every  secret  tear. 

And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 
For  all  His  children  suffer  here. 
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GUIDANCE.    8s,  7s,  4s.    D. 
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1  Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah ! 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ; 
I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty, 
Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand ; 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 


TRUST  OR  FAITH. 


2  Open  Thou  the  crystal  fountain 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 
Iiead  me  all  my  journey  through : 

Strong  Deliv'rer, 
Be  Thou  still  my  Strength  and  Shield. 


3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside? 
Death  oi  death  !  and  hell's  Destruction  1 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side : 

Songs  of  praises 
1  will  ever  giVe  to  Thee. 
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1  Jehovah  is  our  strength, 

And  He  shall  be  our  song ; 
We  shall  o'ercoitie  at  length, 

Although  our  foes  be  strong ; 
In  vain  doth  Satan  then  opix)se, 
The  Lord  is  stronger  than  His  foes. 

2  The  Lord  our  refuge  is, 

And  ever  will  remain  ; 
Since  He  hath  made  us  Ilis, 

He  will  our  cause  maintain  : 
In  vain  our  enemies  oppose, 
For  God  is  stronger  than  His  foes. 

3  The  Lord  our  portion  is. 

What  can  we  wish  for  more? 
As  Jong  as  we  are  His, 


We  never  can  be  poor : 
In  vain  do  earth  and  hell  ojp] 
For  God  is  stronger  than  His 

The  Lord  our  Shepherd  is. 
He  knows  our  ev'ry  need ; 

And  since  we  now  are  His, 
Hw  care  our  souls  will  feec 

In  vain  do  sin  and  death  opp 

For  God  is  stronger  than  His 

Our  God  our  Father  is. 
Our  names  are  on  His  heai 

We  ever  shall  be  His, 
He  ne'er  from  us  will  part 

In  vain  the  world  and  flesh  c 

For  God  is  stronger  than  His 
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TRUST  OR  FAITH. 

CHRISTMAS.    CM. 


G.  F.  HAKDEL. 
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1  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

2  Under  the  shadow  of  Thy  throne 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure : 
Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

3  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 
From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

5  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream. 

Bears  all  its  sons  away; 
They  fly  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

6  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come. 
Be  Thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 
And  our  eternal  home ! 
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VALENTIA.    CM. 
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1  Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowship  of  love 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 
Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 

Thy  darkness  pass'd  away, 
Because  that  light  on  thee  hath  shone 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

3  Walk  in  the  light!  and  e*en  the  tomb 

No  fearful  shade  shall  wear : 
Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  comjuer'd  there ! 

4  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thine  shall  be 

A  path,  though  thorny,  bright ; 
For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee 
And  God  Himself  is  light. 
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FELLOWSHIP  WITH  GOD. 

GREENWOOD.    S-  M.       j.  e.  sweetser. 


1  Not  with  our  mortal  eyes 

Have  we  beheld  the  Lord ; 
Yet  we  rejoice  to  hear  His  name, 
And  love  Him  in  His  word. 

2  On  earth  we  want  the  sight 

Of  oar  Hedeemer's  face ;  • 


Yet.  liord,  our  inmost  thoughts  delight 
To  dwell  upon  Thy  grace. 

3  And  when  we  taste  Thy  love, 
Our  joys  divinely  grow 
Unspeakable,  like  those  above, 
And  heaven  begins  below. 


HERMON.    CM. 


L.  MASON. 


Oh  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame ; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  1 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoy'd  I 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 


Return,  0  Holy  Dove!  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest  I 
I  hate  the  sins  tliat  made  Thee  mourn, 

And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

6  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne. 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  b^  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame; 
So  purer  light  shall  rnark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


327 


I 


^ 


CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

BETHANY-    6s,  4s. 
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1  Nearer,  my  God.  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Tliee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer. 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 
In  mercy  given ; 


Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  I 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  mv  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 


SICILY.    8s,  7s,  4s. 


SICILIAN  MELODY. 
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Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 
Which  before  the  Cross  I  spend ; 

Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing. 
From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend : 

Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 
With  ray  tears  His  feet  I'll  bathe; 

Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  his  death.  323 


Truly  blessed  is  this  station — 

Low  before  His  Cross  I'll  lie; 
While  I  see  divine  compassion 

Beaming  in  His  gracious  eye; 
Here  I'll  sit  forever  viewing 

Mercy  streaming  in  His  blood : 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 

PYead  awd  claim  my  peace  with  God. 
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I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 

From  ev'ry  cumb'ring  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 

In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 
I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  all  His  promises  to  plead. 

Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 
I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 

And  future  good  implore, 


And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 

On  Him  whom  I  adore. 
4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 

Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven ; 
The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 

While  here  by  tempests  driven. 
6  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 

May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour, 

And  lead  to  endless  day. 


STOCKWELL.    8s,  7s. 


D.  E.  JONES. 


:r   f  ,f     f-j^ 


i-^-ir 


1  Always  with  us,  always  with  us— 

Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love ; 
Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers. 
From  His  dwelling-place  above. 

2  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness. 

Sowing  much  and  reaping  none ; 
Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 


With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 

O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 
Waking  hope  witliin  our  bosoms, 

Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 
With  us  in  the  lonely  valley, 

When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream ; 
Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 

With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

ENON'S  ISLE.    8s.     D.       i.  b.  woodbury 
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1  Thou  Shepherd  of  Israel  divine, 

The  joy  and  desire  of  my  heart, 
For  closer  communion  I  pine, 

I  long  to  reside  where  Thou  art : 
The  pasture  1  languish  to  find 

Where  all,  who  their  Shepherd  obey. 
Are  fed,  on  Tliy  bosom  reclined. 

And  screen'd  from  the  heat  of  the  day. 

2  Ah  !  show  me  that  happiest  place, 

The  place  of  Thy  people's  abode, 
Where  saints  in  an  ecstasy  gaze, 
And  hang  on  a  crucified  God  1 


Thv  love  for  a  sinner  declare, 

^hy  passion  and  death  on  the  tree; 
My  spirit  to  Calvary  bear, 

To  suffer  and  triumph  with  Thee. 
3  *Tis  there  with  the  lambs  of  Thy  flock, 

There  only  I  covet  to  rest, 
To  lie  at  the  foot  of  the  Rock, 

Or  rise  to  be  hid  in  Thy  breast ; 
'Tis  there  I  would  always  abide, 

And  never  a  moment  depart ; 
Conceal'd  in  the  cleft  of  Thy  side 

Eternally  held  in  Thy  heart. 


EVAN.    CM. 


Arr.  H.  HAVERGAL. 


Oh,  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day, 

A  nearness  to  my  God  I 
Then  should  my  hours  glide  sweet  away 

And  lean  upon  His  word. 
Lord,  1  desire  with  Thee  to  live 

Anew  from  day  to  day. 
In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 

Nor  ever  take  away. 
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0  Jesus,  come  and  rule  my  heart, 

And  make  me  wholly  Thine, 
That  I  may  never  more  depart, 

Kor  grieve  Thy  love  divine : 
Thus  till  my  last  expiring  breath, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore ; 
And  when  my  flesh  dissolves  in  death, 

My  soul  shall  love  Thee  more. 


FELLOWSHIP  WITH  GOD. 

WIMBORNE.    L.  M. 
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1  Oh,  that  I  could  forever  dwell, 

Delighted  at  tlie  Saviour's  feet ; 
Behold  the  form  I  love  so  well. 
And  all  His  tender  words  repeat  I 

2  The  world  shut  out  from  all  my  soul. 

And  heaven  brought  in  with  all  its  blistf : 
Oh !  is  there  aught,  from  pole  to  pole, 
One  moment  to  compare  with  this? 

3  This  is  the  hidden  life  I  prize — 

A  life  of  penitential  love ; 


When  most  my  follies  I  despise, 

And  raise  my  highest  thoughts  above ; 
When  all  I  am  I  clearly  see, 

And  freely  own  with  deepest  shame ; 
When  the  Redeemer's  love  to  me 

Kindles  within  a  deathless  flame. 
Thus  would  I  live  till  nature  fail, 

And  all  my  former  sins  forsake ; 
Then  rise  to  God  within  the  veil, 

And  of  eternal  joys  partake. 


DE  FLEURY.    8s.    D. 
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1  How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours. 

When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see  ;      [flowers 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet 

Have  lost  all  their  sweetness  with  me ; 
The  midsummer's  sun  shines  but  dim. 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay ; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

2  His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume, 

And  sweeter  than  music  His  voice; 
His  presence  disperses  my  gloom. 

And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice ; 
I  should,  were  He  always  thus  nigh, 

Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear; 
No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 

My  summer  would  last  all  the  year.    331 


Content  with  beholding  His  face. 

My  all  to  His  pleasure  resign'd ; 
No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind. 
While  bless'd  with  a  sense  of  his  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  would  appear ; 
And  prisons  would  palaces  prove, 

If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 
Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  thine, 

If  Thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song, 
Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine, 

And  why  are  my  winters  so  long? 
Oh,  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky, 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore ; 
Or  take  me  unto  Thee  on  high. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 
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1  Jesas,  Thy  boundless  love  to  me 

No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  declare ; 
Oh,  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  Thee, 
Arid  reign  without  a  rival  there. 

2  Oh,  grant  that  nothing  in  my  soul 

May  dwell,  but  Thy  pure  love  alone  1 
Oh,  may  Thy  love  possess  me  whole  1 
My  joy,  my  treasure,  and  my  crown. 

3  Unwearied,  may  I  this  pursue, 

Dauntless  to  this  high  prize  aspire ; 
Hourly  within  my  soul  renew 
This  holy  flame,  this  heavenly  fire. 

4  Still  let  Thy  love  point  out  my  way ; 

How  wondrous  things  Thy  love  hath 
wrought  I 
Still  lead  me,  lest  I  go  astray : 
Direct  my  word,  inspire  my  thought. 

6  In  suff' ring  be  Thy  love  my  peace, 
In  weakness  be  Thy  love  my  power. 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease. 
Receive  me  in  the  trying  hour. 


1  As  pants  the  heart  for  cooling  springs, 
So  longs  my  soul,  0  King  of  kings, 
Thy  face  in  near  approach  to  see. 

So  thirsts,  great  Source  of  life,  for  Thee. 

2  With  ardent  zeal,  with  strong  desires, 
To  Thee,  to  Thee  my  soul  aspires ; 
When  shall  I  reach  Thy  blest  abode? 
When  meet  the  presence  of  my  God? 
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3  God  of  my  strength,  attend  n 
Say  why,  my  great  Preserver, 
Excluded  from  Thy  sight  I  g< 
And  bend  beneath  a  weight  o 

4  Whv  thus,  my  soul,  with  car« 
And  whence  the  woes  that  fill 
In  all  Thy  cares,  in  all  Thy  i» 
On  God  thy  steadfast  hope  rej 

6  To  Him  my  thanks  shall  still 
My  sure  defence,  my  constam 
His  name  my  zeal  snail  ever  i 
And  dictate  to  my  lips  His  pi 
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1  My  God !  permit  me  not  to  b< 
A  stranger  to  myself  and  The 
Amidst  a  thousand  thoughts 
Forgetful  of  my  highest  love. 

2  Whv  should  my  passions  mix 
And  thus  debase  my  heavenl; 
Why  should  I  cleave  to  thing 
And.  let  my  God,  my  Father, 

3  Call  me  away  from  flesh  and 
Thy  gracious  word  can  draw  i 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine 
And  all  inferior  joys  resign. 

4  Be  earth,  with  all  her  cares,  w 
Let  noise  and  vanity  be  gone 
In  secret  silence  of  the  mind, 
My  heaven,  and  there  my  Gc 
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1  Do  not  I  love  Thee,  0  my  Lord? 

Behold  my  heart,  and  see; 
And  turn  each  hateful  idol  out 
That  dares  to  rival  Thee. 

2  Do  not  I  love  Thee  from  my  soul  ? 

Then  let  me  nothing  love : 
Dead  be  my  heart  to  ev'ry  joy 
Which  Thou  dost  not  approve. 

3  Is  not  Thy  name  melodious  still 

To  mine  attentive  ear? 
"Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  beat 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear  ? 

^  Hast  Thou  a  lamb  in  all  Thy  flock 
I  would  disdain  to  feed  ? 
Ilast  Thou  a  foe  before  whose  face 
I  fear  Thy  cause  to  plead  ? 

*  Thou  know'st  I  love  Thee,  dearest  Lord : 
But  oh !  I  long  to  soar 
IFar  from  the  sphere  of  mortal  joys, 
That  I  may  love  Thee  more. 


Blest  Jesus  I  when  my  soaring  thoughts 

O'er  all  Thy  graces  rove. 
How  is  my  soul  in  transport  lost — 

In  wonder,  joy,  and  love ! 


^   Not  softest  strains  can  charm  mine  ears, 
Lake  Thy  beloved  name ; 


Nor  aught  beneath  the  skies  inspire 
My  heart  with  equal  flame. 

3  Where'er  I  look,  my  wond'ring  eyes 

Unnumber'd  blessings  see ; 
But  what  is  life,  with  all  its  bliss, 
If  once  compared  to  Thee  ? 

4  When  nature  faints,  around  my  bed 

Let  Thy  bright  glories  shine ; 
And  death  shall  all  his  terrors  lose 
In  raptures  so  divine. 


1  God,  my  supporter  and  my  hope, 

My  help  for  ever  near. 
Thine  arm  of  mercy  holds  me  up. 
And  saves  me  from  despair. 

2  Thy  counsels,  liord,  shall  guide  my  feet 

Through  this  dark  wilderness ; 
Thy  hand  conduct  me  near  Thy  seat. 
To  dwell  before  Thy  face. 

3  Were  I  in  heaven  without  my  God, 

'T would  be  no  joy  to  me. 
And  while  this  earth  is  my  abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  Thee. 

4  What  if  the  springs  of  life  were  broke. 

And  flesh  and  heart  should  faint? 
God  is  ray  soul's  eternal  rock. 
The  strength  ot  ^n'x'^  ^^tvI, 
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1  Rise,  my  soul !  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things 

Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place: 
Sun  and  moon,  and  stars  decay. 

Time  sliall  soon  this  earth  remove; 
Rise,  my  sou),  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun, — 
Both  speed  them  to  their  source : 


So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God, 
Pants  to  view  His  glorious  face, 

Upward  tends  to  His  abode, 
To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


Cease,  ye  pilgrims !  cease  to  mourn, 

Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  your  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies  : 
But  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given, 
All  your  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 
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1  Thou  art  my  portion,  0  my  God; 

Soon  as  I  know  Thy  way, 
My  heart  makes  haste  t'  obey  Thy  word, 
And  suffers  no  delay. 

2  I  choose  the  path  of  heavenly  truth, 

And  glory  in  my  choice ; 
Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 
Could  make  me  so  rejoice. 

3  The  testimonies  of  Thy  grace 

I  set  before  mine  eyes ; 
Thence  I  derive  my  daily  strength. 
And  there  my  comfort  lies. 


4  Whene'er  I  wander  from  Thy  path, 

I  think  upon  my  ways ; 
Then  turn  my  feet  to  Thy  commands, 
And  trust  Thy  pard'ning  grace. 

5  Now  I  am  Thine,  for  ever  Thine : 

Oh,  save  Thy  servant,  Lord ! 
Thou  art  my  shield,  my  hiding-place ; 
My  hope  is  in  Thy  Word. 

6  Thou  hast  inclined  this  heart  of  mine 

Thy  statutes  to  fulfil ; 
And  thus  till  mortal  life  shall  end 
Would  I  perform  Thy  will. 


WELLS.    L.  M. 


A.  WILLIAMS. 


I  Great  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim ; 


Be  Thou  ray  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest ; 
The  glories  that  compose  Thy  name 
Stand  all  engaged  to  make  me  blest. 
2  Thou  great  and  good.  Thou  just  and  wise. 
Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God ; 
And  I  am  Thine  by  sacred  ties,       [blood. 
Thy  child   and  Servant,  bought  with 
8  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands, 
For  Thee  I  long,  for  Thee  I  look, 
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As  travellers  in  thirsty  lands 

Pant  for  tlie  cooling  water-brook. 
E*en  life  itself,  without  Thy  love. 

No  lasting  pleasures  can  afford : 
Yea,  'twould  &  tiresome  burden  prove, 

If  I  were  banish 'd  from  Thee,  Lord. 
I'll  lift  my  hands,  I'll  raise  my  voice. 

While  I  hav«  breath  to  pray  or  praise ; 
This  work  shall'make  my  heart  rejoice 
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1  Let  thoughtless  thousands  choose  the  road 
That  leads  the  soul  away  from  God ; 
This  happiness,  dear  Lord,  be  mine^ 

To  live  and  die  entirely  Thine. 

2  On  Christ,  by  faith,  my  sotil  would  live ; 
From  Him,  my  life,  my  all  receive; 

To  Him  devote  my  fleeting  hours ; 
Serve  Him  alone  with  all  my  powers. 

3  Christ  is  my  everiasting  all ; 
To  Him  I  look,  on  Him  I  call ; 


He  will  my  ev*ry  want  supply, 
In  time,  and  through  eternity. 

Soon  will  the  Lord,  mjr  Life,  appear; 
Soon  shall  I  end  my  trials  here ; 
Leave  sin  and  sorrow,  death  and  pain ; 
To  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain. 

Soon  will  the  saints  in  glory  meet, 
Soon  walk  through  ev'ry  golden  street, 
And  sing  on  ev'ry  blissful  plain. 
To  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain. 


ROSE  HILL.    L.  M. 
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t=bd 


1^  7     -y     ti    IP    fl 


1  O  Lord,  Thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
And  fix  my  frail,  inconstant  heart ; 
Henceforth  my  chief  desire  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  Thee. 

2  Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ. 
One  thought  shall  fill  ray  soul  with  joy 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fix'd  on  Thee. 


3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thy  presence.  Lord,  fills  ev'ry  place ; 
And,  wheresoe'er  my  lot  may  be. 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  Thee. 

4  Renouncing  ev'ry  worldly  thing. 
And  safe  beneath  Thy  spreading  wing, 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be, 
That  all  I  want  I  find  in  Thee. 
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1  My  God,  accept  my  heart  this  day, 

And  make  it  always  Thine, 
That  I  from  Thee  no  more  may  stray, 
No  more  from  Thee  decline. 

2  Before  the  Cross  of  Him  who  died, 

Behold,  I  prostrate  fall ; 
Let  every  sin  be  crucified, 
Let  Christ  be  all  in  all ! 


3  Anoint  me  with  Thy  heavenly  grace, 

Adopt  me  for  Thine  own  ; 
That  I  raay  see  Thy  glorious  face. 
And  worship  at  Thy  throne. 

4  Let  every  thought,  and  work,  and  word. 

To  Thee  be  ever  given  : 
Then  life  shall  be  Thy  service,  Lord, 
And  death  the  gate  of  heaven. 
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1  Come.  Saviour  Jesus  from  above, 

Assist  me  with  Thy  heavenly  grace; 
Empty  my  heart  of  earthly  love, 
And  for  Thyself  prepare  the  place. 

2  Oh,  let  Thy  sacred  presence  fill 

And  set  my  longing  spirit  free. 
Which  pants  to  have  no  other  will, 
But  night  and  day  to  feast  on  Thee. 
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Henceforth  may  no  profane  delight 
Divide  this  consecrated  soul ; 

Possess  it  Thou,  who  hast  the  right. 
As  Lord  and  Master  of  the  whole. 

Nothing  on  earth  do  I  desire. 

But  Thy  pure  love  within  my  breast; 
This,  only  this,  will  I  require, 

And  freeYy  ^vea  \v^  «^^.\^ciftx^s^^.. 
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1  How  vain  are  all  things  here  below! 
How  false,  and  yet  how  fair ! 
Each  ple&sure  hath  its  poison  too, 
And  ev'ry  sweet  a  snare. 


2  The  brightest  things  below  the  sky 
Give  out  a  flatt'ring  light ; 
We  should  suspect  some  danger  nigh 
Where  we  possess  delight. 


8  Our  dearest  joys,  and  nearest  friends, 
The  partners  of  our  blood. 
How  they  divide  our  wavering  minds, 
And  leave  but  half  for  God ! 


4  Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  beauties  be 
My  soul's  eternal  food ; 
And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  gooa. 
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SELF-CONSECRATION. 
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1  Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu, 

With  all  of  creature  good ! 
Only  Jesus  I  pursue, 

Who  bought  me  with  His  blood : 
All  thy  pleasures  I  forego ; 

I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  Know, 

And  Jesus,  crucified. 

2  Other  knowledge  I  disdain ; 

'Tis  all  but  vanity : 
Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain,— 
He  tasted  death  for  me. 


Me' to  save  from  endless  woe 
The  sin-atoning  Victim  died: 

Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 
And  Jesus,  crucified. 

8  Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace, 

And  pleasure  without  end; 
This  is  all  my  happiness, 

On  Jesus  to  depend ; 
Daily  in  His  grace  to  grow, 

And  ever  in  His  faith  abide; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus,  cruciiied. 
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I  send  the  joys  of  earth  away ; 

Away,  ye  tempters  of  the  mind, 
False  as  the  smooth,  deceitful  sea, 

And  empty  as  the  whistling  wind. 

Your  streams  were  floating  me  along 
Down  to  the  gulf  of  black  despair. 

And  whilst  I  listen'd  to  your  song, 
Your  streams  had  e'en  convey'd  me  there. 


8  Lord,  I  adore  Thy  matchless  grace, 
That  wam'd  me  of  that  dark  abyss, 
That  drew  me  from  those  treacherous  seas, 
And  bade  me  seek  superior  bliss. 

4  There,  from  the  bosom  of  ray  God, 
Oceans  of  endless  pleasure  roll ; 
There  would  I  fix  my  last  abode. 
And  drown  the  sorrows  of  my  soul. 


EASTON.    L.  M. 


W.  A.  MOZART. 


p^,  J  y^MM}*^^^^ 


^u^^ 


W 


rr^rrrf^ 


m 


:2 


1  What  thousands  never  knew  the  road ! 

What  thousands  hate  it  when  'tis  known  1 
None  but  the  upright  and  sincere 
Will  seek  or  choose  it  for  their  own. 

2  A  thousand  ways  in  ruin  end, 

One  only  leads  to  joys  on  high ; 
By  that  my  willing  steps  ascend, 
Pleased  with  a  journey  to  the  sky. 


3  No  more  I  ask,  or  hope  to  find 

Delight  or  happiness  below ; 
Sorrow  may  well  possess  the  mind    [^w. 
That  feeds  where  throns  and  thistles 

4  The  joy  that  fades  is  not  for  me, 

I  seek  immortal  joys  above ; 
There  glory,  wHhout  end,  shall  be 
The  bright  reward  of  faith  and  love. 
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1  God  of  mercy !  God  of  grace ! 
Hear  our  penitential  songs; 
Oh.  restore  Thy  suppliant  race. 
Thou  to  whom  our  praise  belongs! 

•i  Deep  regret  for  follies  past, 

Talents  wasted,  time  misspent; 
Hearts  debased  by  worldly  cares, 
Thankless  for  the  blessings  lent ; 


Foolish  fears  and  fond  desires ; 

Vain  regrets  for  things  as  vain ; 
Lips  too  seldom  taught  to  praise, 

Oft  to  murmur  and  complain  ; 

These,  and  ev'ry  secret  fault, 

Fill'd  with  grief  and  shame,  we  own ; 
Humbled  at  Thy  feet  we  He, 

Seeking  pardon  from  Thy  throne. 


FARRANT.    CM. 
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1  With  tears  of  anguish  I  lament, 

Here  at  Thy  feet,  my  God, 
My  passion,  pride,  and  discontent, 
And  vile  ingratitude. 

2  Sure  there  was  ne'er  a  heart  so  base, 

8o  false  as  mine  has  been  : 
So  faithless  to  its  promises, 
So  prone  to  every  sin  ! 


3  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  shall  I  feel 

These  strugglings  in  my  breast? 
When  wilt  Thou  bow  my  stubborn  will. 
And  give  my  conscience  rest?     [charm, 

4  Break,   sovereign    Grace,   oh,   break   the 

And  set  the  captive  free : 
Reveal,  Almighty  God,  Thine  arm, 
And  haste  to  rescue  me. 
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How  oft,  alas !  this  wretched  heart 

Has  wander'd  from  the  Lord  ! 
How  oft  my  roving  thoughts  depart, 

Forgetful  of  His  word  ! 
Yet  sov'reign  mercy  calls,  **  Return 

Dear  Lord,  and  may  I  come? 
My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn  ; 

Oh,  take  the  wanderer  home. 
And  canst  Thou,  wilt  Thou  yet  forgive, 

And  bid  my  crimes  remove? 


And  shall  a  pardon'd  rebel  live 

To  speak  Thy  wondrous  love? 
Almighty  grace,  Thy  healing  power 

How  glorious,  how  divine! 
That  can  to  bliss  and  life  restore 

So  vile  a  heart  as  mine. 
Thy  pard'ning  love,  so  free,  so  sweet 

Dear  Saviour,  1  adore ; 
Oh,  keep  me  at  Thy  sacred  feet, 

And  let  me  rove  no  more. 


STATE  STREET.    S.  M 


J.  C.  WOODMAN. 


Thou  Lord  of  all  above, 

And  all  below  the  sky, 
Before  Thy  feet  I  prostrate  fall, 

And  for  Thy  mercy  cry. 
Forgive  my  follies  past, 

The  crimes  which  I  have  done 
Oh,  bid  a  contrite  sinner  live. 

Through  Thine  incarnate  Son  I 
Guilt,  like  a  heavy  load, 

Upon  my  conscience  lies ; 
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To  Thee  I  make  my  sorrows  knowi*» 

And  lift  my  weeping  eyes. 
The  burden  which  I  feel. 

Thou  only  canst  remove ; 
Display,  O  Lord,  Thy  pardoning  gra<5®» 

And  Thine  unbounaed  love. 
One  gracious  look  of  Thine 

Will  ease  my  troubled  breast ; 
Oh,  let  me  know  my  sins  forgiven, 

And  I  shall  then  be  blest. 
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1  Poor,  weak,  and  worthless  though  I  am, 

I  have  a  rich  almighty  friend ; 
Jesus,  the  Saviour,  is  His  name, 
He  freely  loves,  and  without  end. 

2  He  ransom'd  me  from  hell  with  hlood, 

And,  by  His  power,  ray  foes  controU'd ; 
He  found  me  wand'ring  far  from  God, 
And  brought  me  to  His  chosen  fold. 

3  But,  ah !  my  inmost  spirit  mourns ; 

And  well  my  eyes  with  tears  may  swim, 


To  think  of  my  perverse  returns ; 
I've  been  a  faithless  friend  to  Him. 

4  Often  my  gracious  Friend  I  grieve, 

Neglect,  distrust,  and  disobey ; 
And  often  Satan's  lies  believe 
Rather  tlian  all  my  Friend  can  say.       ' 

5  Sure,  were  I  not  most  vile  and  base, 

1  could  not  thus  my  Friend  requite! 
And  were  not  He  the  God  of  grace, 
He'd  frown  and  spurn  me  from  His  sight. 
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1  My  hope,  my  portion,  and  my  God, 

How  little  art  Thou  known 
By  all  the  judgments  of  Thy  rod. 
And  blessings  of  Thy  throne ! 

2  How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love ! 

How  negligent  my  fear ! 
How  low  my  hope  of  joys  above! 
How  few  afifectioDS  there ! 


Great  God !  Thy  gracious  aid  impart 

To  give  Thy  word  success ; 
Write  Thy  salvation  in  my  heart. 

That  I  may  learn  Thy  grace. 
Show  my  forgetful  feet  the  way 

That  leads  to  joys  on  high  : 
There  knowledge  grows  without  decay, 

And  love  shall  never  die. 
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1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

Air  to  leave  and  follow  Thee; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken. 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be : 
Perish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known  ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 


3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me. 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh  !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Were  that  joy  unmix'd  with  Thee. 


2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue: 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  scorn  me; 

Show  Thy  face  and  all  is  bright.  • 
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4  Take,  my  soul,  tliy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care; 
Joy  to  find,  in  every  station, 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear : 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee! 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine ! 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee  1 

Child  of  heaven,  shouldst  thou  repinet 
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1  Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone, 
He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon  ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment ; 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness, 

I'll  go ;  for  all  His  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  1  long  have  sought, 
And  mourn'd  because  I  found  it  not; 
My  grief  and  burden  long  has  been, 
That  I  was  not  released  from  sin. 


4  The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  sinn'd  and  stumbled  but  the  more ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 
Come  hither,  soul ;  I  am  the  way." 
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6  Ix),  glad  I  come,  and  Thou,  dear  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  Thee  as  I  am  : 
Nothing  but  sin  I  Thee  can  give, 
Nothing  but  love  do  I  receive. 
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MONSON.    CM. 


S.  R.  BROWN. 
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1  Our  country  is  Immanuers  ground, 
We  seek  that  promised  soil : 
The  songs  of  Zion  cheer  our  hearts, 
While  strangers  here  we  toil. 


2  Oft  do  our  eyes  with  joy  overflow, 
And  oft  are  bathed  in  tears ; 
Yet  nouglit  but  heaven  our  hopes  can  raise. 
And  nought  but  sin  our  fears. 


3  We  tread  the  path  our  Master  trod; 
We  bear  the  cross  He  bore ; 
And  ev'ry  thorn  that  wounds  our  feet. 
His  temples  pierced  before. 


4  Our  powers  are  oft  dissolved  away 
In  ecstasies  of  love ; 
And  while  our  bodies  wander  here. 
Our  souls  are  fix'd  above. 
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1  When  Jesus  dwelt  in  mortal  clay, 
What  were  His  works  from  day  to  day, 
But  miracles  of  power  and  grace, 
Which  spread  salvation  through  our  race? 


2  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  to  keep  in  view 
Thy  pattern,  and  Thy  steps  pursue : 
Let  alms  bestowed,  let  kindness  done, 
Be  witness' d  by  each  rolling  sun. 


3  That  man  may  last,  but  never  lives, 
Who  much  receives,  but  nothing  gives; 
Whom  none  can  love,  whom  none  can  thank, 
Creation's  blot,  creation's  blank. 


4  But  he  who  marks  from  day  to  day 
In  gfin'rous  acts  his  radiant  way, 
Treads  the  same  path  the  Saviour  trod, 
The  path  to  glory  and  to  God. 

34T 


i|mltmt  jldnni]|. 


-SSS£- 


m 


BOYLSTON.    S.  M. 

4- 


L.  MASON. 


i 


^ 


^^ 


E^ 


-6h 


3:-3^-g 


£ 


F 


gTJ  ^~^ 


J 


2: 


1 


gc 


^ 


-J 


^ 


1 — r 


i 


N^=Fi 


:i=il: 


^ 


-tf 


l-i-^  ?    3 


^: 


a 


-<s^- 


B^ 


^ 


ja: 


r— r 


2 


22: 


F 


e 


r 


ii 


A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify ; 
A  never-dying  soiil  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 
To  serve  tlie  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil ; 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 

To  do  my  Master's  will. 


Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  Thy  sight  to  live ; 
And  oh !  Thy  servant.  Lord,  prepare, 

A  strict  account  to  give. 
Help  me  to  watch  and  pray. 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  1  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  for  ever  die. 


SPARTA.    CM. 


My  drowsy  powers,  why  sleep  ye  so  ? 

Awake  my  sluggish  soul  I 
Nothing  has  half  thy  work  to  do. 

Yet  nothing's  half  so  dull. 
We,  for  whose  sake  all  nature  stands. 

And  stars  their  courses  move ; 
We,  for  whose  guard  the  angel  bands 

Come  flying  from  above ; 


We,  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  do"^ 

And  labor' d  for  our  good, 
How  careless  to  secure  that  crown 

He  purchased  with  His  blood. 
Lord,  shall  we  lie  so  sluggish  still. 

And  never  act  our  parts  ? 
Come,  holy  Dove,  from  th'  heavenly  1^^ 

Renew  and  warm  our  hearts. 
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CHRISTIAN  ACTIVITY. 
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1  Fountain  of  good,  to  own  Thy  love 
Our  thankful  hearts  incline ; 
What  can  we  render,  Lord,  to  Thee, 
When  all  the  worlds  are  Thine? 


2  But  Thou  hast  needy  brethren  here, 
Partakers  of  Thy  grace. 
Whose  names  Thou  wilt  Thyself  confess 
Before  the  Father's  face. 


8  And  in  their  accents  of  distress 
Thy  pleading  voice  is  heard ; 
In  them  Thou  may'st  be  clothed,  and  fed, 
And  visited,  and  checr'd. 


4  Thy  face  with  reverence  and  with  love 
We  in  Thy  poor  would  see ; 
Oh,  may  we  minister  to  them. 
And  in  them,  Lord,  to  Thee. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

DARLEY.    L.  M.  w.  h.  w.  darley. 
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1  Go,  labor  on  ;  your  hands  are  weak, 

Your  knees  are  faint,  your  soul  cast  down  ; 
Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown  I 


2  Go,  labor  on,  while  it  is  day ; 

'  The  world's  dark  night  is  hastening  on : 
Speed,  speed  thy  work, — cast  sloth  away ! 
For  thus  it  is  that  souls  are  won. 


3  Mftn  die  in  darkness  at  your  side. 
Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  tomb : 
Take  up  the  torch  and  wave  it  wide — 
The  torch  that  light's  time's  thickest  gloom. 


4  Toil  on,~faint  not,— keep  watch  and  pray  1 
Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win  ; 
Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway ; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 
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1  Sow  in  the  mom  thy  seed ; 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  donbt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed ; 
Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land  1 

2  Beside  all  waters  sow, 

The  highway  furrows  stock, 
Drop  it  where  thorns  and  tliistles  grow, 
Scatter  it  on  the  rock. 

3  The  good,  the  fruitful  ground 

Expect  not  here  nor  there ; 
O'er  hill  and  dale  alike  'tis  found ; 
Go  forth,  then,  everywhere. 


4  And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear. 
And  the  full  com  at  length. 

6  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  ; 
Cold,  heat,  tlie  moist  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
Yot  garners  in  the  sky. 

6  Then,  when  the  glorious  end, 
The  day  of  God  shall  come, 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  sing,  **  Harvest  home  I " 
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He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping. 
Bearing  precious  seed  in  love. 

Never  tinng,  never  sleeping, 
Pindeth  mercy  from  above. 

2  Soft  descend  the  dews  of  heaven. 
Bright  the  rays  celestial  shine ; 
Precious  fruits  will  thus  be  given. 
Through  an  influence  all  divine. 


Sow  thy  seed,  be  never  weary, 
Let  no  fears  thy  soul  annoy ; 

Be  the  prospect  ne'er  so  dreary, 
Thou  Shalt  reap  the  fruits  of  joy. 

IiO,  the  scene  of  verdure  bright'ning ! 

See  the  rising  grain  appear; 
Look  again  !  the  fields  are  whit'ning. 

For  the  harvest-time  is  near. 
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Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love : 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 

Is  like  to  that  above. 
Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 

Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 
We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 
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And  often  for  each  other  flows 

The  sympathizing  tear.  ' 
When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  join'd  in  heart, 

And  hope  to  meet  again. 
From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  free ; 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reigri 

Through  all  eternity. 


BOARDMAN.    CM. 


DEVEREUX. 


1  Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing 

With  those  to  glory  gone : 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 
In  earth,  and  heaven,  are  one. 

2  One  family— we  dwell  in  Him — 

One  church  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream — 
The  narrow  stream  of  death : 

3  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow ; 
Part  of  the  host  have  cross'd  the  flood, 
And  part  are  croasing  now.  35^ 
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E'en  now  to  tbeir  eternal  home 

Some  happy  spirits  fly ; 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come. 

And  soon  expect  to  die. 
E'en  now,  by  faith,  we  join  onr  hands 

With  those  that  went  before, 
And  greet  the  ransom'd  blessed  bands 

Upon  th'  eternal  shore. 
Lord  Jesus  !  be  our  constant  guide ; 

And  when  the  word  is  given, 
Bid  death's  cold  flood  its  waves  divide, 

And  \viwd  w.^  %^Cq  ui  heaven . 
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1  For  all  Thy  saints,  O  Lord, 

Who  strove  in  Thee  to  live, 
Who  folio w'd  Thee,  ob^'d,  adored, 
Our  grateful  hymn  receive. 

2  For  all  Thy  saints,  O  Lord, 

Accept  our  thankful  cry, 
Who  counted  Thee  their,  great  reward, 
And  strove  in  Thee  to  die. 


3  They  all,  in  life  or  death. 

With  Thee,  their  Lord,  in  view, 
Learn 'd  from  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  breath 
To  suflFer  and  to  do. 

4  For  this,  Thy  Name  we  bless. 

And  humbly  pray  that  we 
May  follow  them  in  holiness. 
And  live  and  die  in  Thee. 
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For  a  season  call'd  to  part, 
Let  us  now  ourselves  commend 

To  the  gracious  eye  and  heart 
Of  our  ever-pressent  Friend. 

2  Jesus,  hear  our  humble  prayer ! 
Tender  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep, 
Let  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  care 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 
23 


3  In  Thy  strength  may  we  be  strong, 

Sweeten  ev'ry  cross  and  pain  ; 
Give  us,  if  we  live,  ere  long 
In  Thy  peace  to  meet  again. 

4  Then,  if  Thou  Thy  help  afford, 

Ebenezers  shall  be  rear'd ; 
And  our  souls  shall  praise  the  lAtd 
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1  Lo,  what  a  pleasing  sight 

Are  brethren  that  agree ! 
How  blest  are  all  whose  hearts  unite 
In  bonds  of  piety. 

2  From  those  celestial  springs, 

Such  streams  of  comfort  flow, 
As  no  increase  of  riches  brings, 
Nor  honors  can  bestow. 

3  All  in  their  stations  move, 

And  each  performs  his  part, 
In  all  the  cares  of  life  and  love. 
With  sympathizing  heart. 

4  Form*d  for  the  purest  joys. 

By  one  desire  possest, 
One  aim  the  zeal  of  all  employs, 
To  make  each  other  blest. 

5  No  bliss  can  equal  theirs, 

Where  such  affections  meet ; 
While  praise  devout,  and  mingled  prayers 
Make  their  communion  sweet. 

6  *Tis  the  same  pleasure  fills 

The  breast  in  worlds  above, 
Where  joy,  like  morning-dew,  distils, 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 
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1  Blest  are  the  nndefiled  in  heart, 

Whose  ways  are  right  and  clean, 
Who  never  from  Thy  law  depart, 
But  fly  from  ev'ry  sin. 

2  Blest  are  the  men  that  keep  Thy  word, 

And  practise  Thy  commands  ; 
With  their  whole  heart  they  seek  the  Lord 
And  serve  Thee  with  their  hands. 


3  Great  is  their  peace  who  love  Thy  law ; 

How  firm  their  souls  abide ! 
Nor  can  a  bold  temptation  draw 
Their  steady  feet  aside. 

4  Then  shall  my  heart  have  inward  joy 

And  keep  my  face  from  shame, 
When  all  Thy  st-atutes  I  obey. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

TUCKER.    S.  M. 


1  The  man  is  ever  blest, 

Who  shuns  the  sinners'  ways. 
Amongst  their  councils  never  stands, 
Nor  takes  tlie  scorner's  place : 

2  But  makes  the  law  of  God 

His  study  and  delight, 
Amidst  the  labors  of  the  day 
And  watches  of  the  night. 

3  He  like  a  tree  shall  thrive 

With  waters  near  the  root; 
Fresh  as  the  leaf,  his  name  shall  live, 
His  works  are  heavenly  fruit. 


Not  so  th'  ungodly  race, 
They  no  such  blessings  find ; 

Their  hopes  shall  flee  like  empty  chaflF 
Before  the  driving  wind. 

5  How  will  they  bear  to  stand 

Before  the  judgment-seat, 
Where  all  the  saints  at  Christ's  right  hand 
In  full  assembly  meet? 

6  He  knows  and  He  approves 

The  way  the  righteous  go: 
But  sinners  and  their  works  shall  meet 
A  dreadful  overthrow. 


LAKE  ENON.    S.  M. 


I.  B.  WOODBURY. 


What  cheering  words  are  those  ? 

Their  sweetness  who  can  tell  ? 
In  time  arid  to  eternity, 

'Tis  with  the  righteous  well. 
In  ev'ry  state  secure, 

Kept  by  Jehovah's  eye, 
'Tis  well  with  them  while  life  endures, 

And  well  when  call'd  to  die. 
'Tis  well  when  joys  arise, 

'Tis  well  when  sorrows  flow; 
'Tis  well  when  darkness  veils  the  skies, 
And  strong  temptations  blow. 
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'Tis  well  when  on  the  mount 

They  feast  on  dying  love ; 
And  'tis  as  well,  in  God's  account. 

When  they  tlie  furnace  prove. 
'Tis  well  when  at  His  throne 

They  wrestle,  weep,  and  pray ; 
'Tis  well  when  at  His  feet  they  groa^*- 

Yet  brin«:  their  wants  away. 
'Tis  well  when  Jesus  calls  : 

"  From  earth  and  sin,  arise. 
Join  with  the  hosts  of  virgin  souls, 

"MLQ^d^  to  salvation  wise ! "- 


BLESSEDNESS  OF  THE  RIGHTEOUS. 

COVENTRY.     CM.       English  melody. 


1  Oh,  happy  soul  that  lives  on  high, 

While  men  lie  grov'ling  here, 
His  hopes  are  fix'd  above  the  sky^ 
And  faith  forbids  his  fear. 

2  His  conscience  knows  no  secret  stings, 

While  grace  and  joy  combine 
To  form  a  life  whose  holy  springs 
Are  hidden  and  divine. 

3  He  waits  in  secret  on  his  God ; 

His  God  in  secret  sees  : 


Let  earth  be  all  in  arms  abroad, 

He  dwells  in  heavenly  peace. 
His  pleasures  rise  from  things  unseen. 

Beyond  this  world  and  time, 
Where  neither  eyes  nor  ears  have  been, 

Nor  thoughts  of  mortals  climb. 
He  looks  to  heaven's  eternal  hill, 

To  meet  that  glorious  day 
When  Christ  His  promise  shall  fulfil 

And  call  his  soul  away. 


GREENWOOD.    S.  M.       j  e.  sweetser. 


Beloved,  "  It  is  well ! " 

God's  ways  are  always  right; 
And  perfect  love  is  o'er  them  all. 

Though  far  above  our  sight. 
Beloved,  "  It  is  well ! " 

Though  deep  and  sore  the  smart, 
The  hand  that  wounds  knows  how  to 

And  heal  the  broken  heart. 
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Beloved,  "It  is  well!" 

Though  sorrow  clouds  our  way, 
'Twill  only  make  the  ioy  more  dear 

That  ushers  in  the  day. 
Beloved,  "It  is  well!" 

The  path  that  Jesus  trod, 
Thougn  rough  and  strait  and  dark  it  be, 

Leads  home  to  Ueav^u  ^w<i<ic>^. 
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1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and'  ways. 

2  Ye  are  trav'ling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  O  ye  banish'd  seed,  be  glad ! 
Christ  our  advocate  is  made ; 


Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes— 
Brother  to  our  souls  becomes. 

4  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest; 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest:— 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared ; 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

5  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below ; 
Only  Thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 


BRADEN.    S.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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V      V.    V 


1  My  Father!  cheering  name! 

Oh,  may  I  call  Thee  mine  I 
Give  me  with  humble  hope  to  claim 
A  portion  so  divine. 

2  This  can  ray  fears  control. 

And  bid  my  sorrows  fly ; 
What  real  harm  can  reach  ray  soul 
Beneath  my  Father's  eye?  ' 

3  Whate'er  Thy  will  denies, 

1  calmly  would  resign ; 


For  Thou  art  just,  and  good,  and  wis®' 

Oh,  bend  my  will  to  Thine! 
Whate'er  Thy  will  ordains. 

Oh.  give  me  strength  to  bear; 
Still  let  me  know  a  Father  reigns, 

And  trust  a  Father's  care. 
Thy  ways  are  little  known 

To  my  weak,  erring  sight ; 
Yet  shall  my  soul,  believing,  own 

That  all  Thy  ways  are  right. 
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BLESSEDNESS  OP  THE  RIGHTEOUS. 

STATE  STREET.    8.  M.      j.  c.  woodman. 
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1  When  gloomy  thoughts  and  fears 

The  trembling  heart  invade, 
And  all  the  face  of  nature  wears 
A  universal  shade ; 

2  Religion  can  assuage 

The  tempest  of  the  soul ; 
And  every  fear  shall  lose  its  rage 
At  her  divine  control. 

3  Through  life's  bewilder'd  way, 

Her  hand  unerring  leads ; 


And  o'er  the  path  her  heavenly  ray 
A  cheering  lustre  sheds. 

4  When  reason,  tired  and  blind, 

Sinks  helpless  and  afraid, 
Thou  blest  supporter  of  the  mind, 
How  powerful  is  thine  aid ! 

5  Oh,  let  me  feel  thy  power, 

And  find  thy  sweet  relief, 
To  brighten  ev'ry  gloomy  hour, 
And  soften  ev'ry  grief. 


PARK  STREET.    L.  M. 


F.  VENUA. 


1-  There  is  a  glorious  world  on  high, 
Resplendent  with  eternal  day ; 
Faith  views  the  blissful  prospects  nigh, 
While  God's  own  wora  reveals  the  way. 

2  How  blest  are  those,  how  truly  wise, 
Who  leam  and  keep  the  sacred  road ! 
Happy  the  men  whom  heaven  employs 
To  turn  rebellious  hearts  to  God ! 


3  The  shining  firmament  shall  fade. 

And  sparkling  stars  resign  their  light : 
But  these  shall  know  nor  change  norshade. 
For  ever  fair,  for  ever  bright. 

4  On  wings  of  faith,  and  strong  desire, 

Oh,  may  our  spirits  daily  nse ; 
And  reach  at  last  the  shining  choir, 
In  the  bright  mansions  of  the  skies  I 
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1  How  do  Thy  mercies  close  nie  ronndl 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  adored ; 
I  blush  in  all  things  to  abound ; 
The  servant  is  above  his  Lord ! 


2  Inured  to  poverty  and  pain, 

A  suflf'ring  life  my  Master  led : 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  man, 
He  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

8  But  lo  I  a  place  He  hath  prepared 

For  me,  whom  watchful  angels  keep  : 
Yea,  He  himself  becomes  my  guard ; 
He  smooths  my  bed  and  gives  me  sleep. 

4  Jesus  protects ;  my  fears,  begone : 

What  can  the  Rock  of  Ages  move? 
Safe  in  Tliine  arms  I  lay  me  down, 
Thine  everlasting  arms  of  love. 

5  I  rest  beneath  th'  Almighty's  shade, 

My  griefs  expire,  my  troubles  cease ; 
Thou,  Lord,  on  whom  my  soul  is  stay'd. 
Wilt  keep  me  still  in  perfect  peace. 

6  Me  for  Thine  own  Thou  lov'st  to  take 

In  time  and  in  eternity ; 
Thou  never,  never  wilt  forsake 
A  helpless  worm  that  trusts  in  Thee. 
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1  Ye  seryants  of  the  Lord, 

Each  in  his  office  wait, 
Observant  of  His  heavenly  word 
And  watchful  at  His  gate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 

And  trim  the  golden  flame; 
Gird  up  your  loins,  as  in  His  sight, 
For  awful  is  His  name. 


3  Watch !  'tis  your  Lord's  command, 
And  while  we  speak.  He's  near ; 
Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 


4  Oh,  happy  servant  he 

In  sucn  a  posture  found  I 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 
And  be  with  honor  crown'd. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

CHRISTMAS.    CM  g.  f.  handel. 
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1  Awake,  my  soul ;  stretch  ev'ry  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on  ; 
^  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 


3  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high  ; 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To. thine  uplifted  eye; — 

4  That  prize,  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  lustre  boast. 
When  victors'  wreaths  and  monarchs' gems 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 


ESHTEMOA.    7s. 


T.  B.  MASON. 
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Hark,  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord  I 
'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  His  word : 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee : 
*'  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me? 
**  I  deliver'd  thee,  when  bound. 
And  when  wounded  heal'd  thy  wound; 
Souglit  thee  wand'ring,  set  thee  right, 
Tum'd  thy  darkness  into  light. 
**  Mine  is  an  unchanging  Love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
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Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath. 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 
**  Thou  shalt  see  My  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace'is  done; 
Partner  of  My  throne  shalt  be: 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me?" 
T^Vd,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint; 
Yet  I  love  Thee  and  adore ; 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  Thee  morel 


WATCHFULNESS  AND  SELF-EXAMINATION. 

ALETTA.    7s.  w.  b.  bradbury. 
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1  'Tis  a  point  I  long  to  know, 

Oft  it  causes  anxious  tiiought, 
Do  I  love  the  Lord,  or  no  ? 
Am  I  His,  or  am  I  not? 

2  When  I  turn  mine  eyes  within, 

All  is  dark,  and  vain,  and  wild : 
Fill'd  with  unbelief  and  sin. 
Can  I  deem  myself  a  child? 
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Lord,  decide  the  doubtful  case ! 

Thou  who  art  Thy  people's  sun, 
Shine  upon  Thy  work  of  grace, 

If  it  be  indeed  begun. 

Let  me  love  Thee  more  and  more, 

If  I  love  at  all,  I  pray  : 
If  I  have  not  loved  before. 

Help  me  to  begin  to-day. 
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MENDON.    L.  M. 


Arr.  L.  MASON. 
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1  Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  my  God, 
Thou  hast  redeem'd  me  with  Thy  blood ; 
By  ties,  both  natural  and  divine, 
I  am,  and  ever  will  be  Thine. 

2  But  ah  !  should  this  inconstant  heart, 
Ere  I  \\\  aware,  lYom  Thee  depart. 
What  dire  reproach  would  fall  on  me 
For  such  ingratitude  to  Thee! 

3  The  thought  I  dread,  the  crime  I  hate; 
The  guilt,  the  shame,  I  deprecate : 
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And  yet  so  mighty  are  my  foes, 
I  dare  not  trust  my  warmest  vows. 

Pity  my  frailt\^  dearest  Lord  I 
Grace  in  the  needful  hour  afford  : 
Oh,  steel  this  tim'rous  heart  of  mine 
With  fortitude  and  love  divine. 

So  shall  I  triumph  oVr  my  fears. 
And  gather  joys  from  all  my  tears ; 
So  shall  I  to  the  world  proclaim 
The  honors  of  t\\^  CViTV&\\a.^\N»sDJ^» 
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DOVER.    S.  M. 


ENGLISH  MELODY. 


1  Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  gird  your  armor  on, 
Strong  iu  the  strength  which  God  supplies 
Through  His  eternal  Son. 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts. 

And  in  His  mighty  power, 
The  man  who  in  the  Saviour  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 


8  Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might. 
With  all  His  strength  endued. 
And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God : — 

4  That,  haying  all  things  done. 
And  all  your  conflicts  past. 
You  may  o'ercome  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  complete  at  last. 


WIMBORNE.    L.  M. 


J.  WHITAKER. 


1  Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 

And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 
Where  Jesus  thy  great  Captain's  gone, 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course; 

But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquish'd  foes ; 
Thy  Saviour  nail'd  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sang  the  triumph  when  He  rose. 


3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on,— 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 

There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign. 
And  glitt'ring  robes  for  conq'rors  wait. 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 
And  triumph  in  almighty  grace, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 
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CHRISTIAN  WARFARE. 

DURING.    CM. 
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1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  foU'wer  of  the  liamb? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flow'ry  beds  of  ease? 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize. 
And  sail'd  through  bloody  seas. 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 


4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign ; 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord ! 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 

6  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die ; 
They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise. 
And  all  Thine  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  vict'ry  through  the  skies. 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

LABAN.    S.  M. 


L.  MASON. 


1  My  soul,  be  on  Ihy  guard ; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise ; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  Thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er ; 
Renew  it  boldly  ev'ry  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 


Ne'er  think  the  vict'ry  won, 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down  ; 

Thine  arauous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ; 

He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
To  His  divine  abode. 
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Equip  me  for  the  war. 

And  teach  my  hands  to  tight ; 
My  simple,  upnght  heart  prepare, 

And  guide  my  words  anght. 

Control  my  ev'ry  thought ; 

And  all  my  sins  remove; 
Let  all  my  works  in  Thee  be  wrought. 

Let  all  be  wrought  in  love. 

Oh,  arm  me  with  the  mind. 
Meek  Lambf  that  was  in  Thedl 
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And  let  enlighten'd  zeal  be  joiu'd 
With  perfect  charity." 

Oh,  may  I  love  like  Thee ! 

In  all  Thy  footsteps  tread ; 
Thou  hatest  all  iniquity. 

But  nothing  Thou  hast  made. 

Oh,  may  I  learn  the  art, 
With  meekness  to  reproye ! 

And  hate  the  sin  with  all  my  heart, 
But  still  the  sinner  love. 
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1  Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt 

The  Saviour's  pardoning  blood 
Applied  to  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt| 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  the  light  reveal'd, 

His  praises  tuned  my  tongue ; 
And,  when  the  evening  shades  prevail'd, 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  prayer,  my  soul  drew  near  the  Lord, 

And  saw  His  glory  shine ; 


And,  when  I  read  His  holy  word, 
I  caird  each  promise  mine. 


4  Now  when  the  evening  shade  prevails, 
My  soul  in  darkness  mourns ; 
And'  when  the  room  the  light  reveals. 
No  light  to  me  returns. 


5  Now  Satan  threatens  to  prevail. 
And  make  my  soul  his  prey  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  Thy  mercies  cannot  fidl, 
Oh,  come  without  delay  I 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

WARNER.    L.  M. 


G.  KINGSLEY. 


1  Stay,  Thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay, 

Though  I  have  done  Thee  such  despite; 
Nor  cast  the  sinner  quite  away, 
Nor  take  Thine  everlasting  flight. 

2  Though  I  have  steel'd  my  stubborn  heart, 

Oft  shaken  off  my  guilty  fears, 
And  vex'd  and  urged  Thee  to  depart, 
For  many  long  rebellious  years ; 

3  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been 

Of  all  who  e'er  Thy  grace  received. 
Ten  thousand  times  Thy  goodness  seen, 
Ten    thousand    times    Thy    goodness 
grieved; 


4  Yet,  oh,  the  chief  of  sinners  spare 
In  honor  of  my  great  High-Priest; 
Nor  iu  Thy  righteous  anger  swear 
T'  exclude  me  from  Thy  people's  rest. 

6  Tliis  only  woe  I  deprecate. 

This  only  plague  I  pray  remove, 
Nor  leave  me  in  my  lost  estate, 
Nor  curse  me  with  this  want  of  love. 

6  E'en  now  my  weary  soul  release^ 

Upraise  me  with  Thy  gracious  hand, 
Ana  guide  into  Thy  perfect  peace, 
And  bring  me  to  the  promised  land. 


GERMANY.    L.  M. 
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1  O  Lord,  and  shall  our  fainting  souls 

Thy  just  displeasure  ever  mourn? 
Thy  Spirit  grieved,  and  long  withdrawn. 
Will  He  no  more  to  us  return  ? 

2  Great  Source  of  light  and  peace,  return, 

Nor  let  U8  mourn  and  sigh  in  vain ; 


Come,  repossess  our  longing  hearts 
With  all  the  graces  of  Thy  train. 
3  This  temple,  hallow'd  by  Thy  hand. 
Once  more  be  with  Thy  presence  blest; 

Here  be  Thy  grace  anew  aisplay'd ; 
Be  this  Thine  everlasting  rest. 
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AGAWAM.    CM. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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!>  Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep, 

Where  waves  resounds  to  wave  j 
Though  o'er  my  head  the  hillows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

2  The  hand  that  now  withholds  my  joys 
Can  reinstate  my  peace ; 
And  He  who  bade  the  tempest  roar, 
Can  bid  that  tempest  cease. 


^  Iq  the  dark  watches  of  the  nlght« 
I'll  count  His  mercies  o'er ; 
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I'll  praise  Him  for  ten  thousand  past, 
And  humbly  sue  for  more. 


When  darkness  and  when  sorrows  rose 

And  press'd  on  erery  side, 
The  Lord  has  still  sustain'd  my  steps, 

And  still  has  been  my  guide. 


Here  will  I  rest,  and  build  my  hopes, 

Nor  murmur  at  His  rod , 
He's  more  than  all  the  world  to  me, 

My  health,  my  life,  my  Qodl 
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God  of  my  life,  to  Thee  I  call  I 
Afflicted  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
When  the  great  water-floods  prevail, 
Jjeave  not  my  tremhling  heait  to  fail. 
Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the  faint  I 
Where  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint? 
Where  but  with  Thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor  1 


8  Did  ever  monmer  plead  with  Thee, 
And  Thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea? 
Does  not  Thy  word  still  fix'd  remain, 
That  none  shall  seek  Thy  face  in  vain  I 

4  Poor  though  I  am — despised,  forgot, 
Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not ; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must  succeed, 
For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plead. 


BOND.    CM. 


G.  F.  ROOT. 


When  languor  and  disease  invade 

This  trembling  house  of  clay, 
*Tis  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pains, 

And  long  to  fly  away. 
Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 
•  The  whispers  of  His  love ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward  to  the  place 

Where  Jesus  pleads  above. 
Sweet  to  look  b^ck,  and  see  my  name 

In  life's  fair  book  set  down  ;' 
Sweet  to  look  forward  and  behold 

Eternal  joys  my  own. 


4  Sweet  to  reflect  how  grace  divine 
My  sins  on  Jesus  laid ; 

Sweet  to  remember  that  His  blood 
My  debt  of  suff'ring  paid. 

5  Sweet  in  His  righteousness  to  stand, 
Which  saves  from  second  death ; 

Sweet  to  experience,  day  by  day, 
His  Spirit's  quick'ning  breatn. 

6  If  snch  the  sweetness  of  the  streams, 
What  must  the  fountain  be. 

Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  blifi 
Im.mediately  from  Thee  I 
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1  There  is  a  house  not  made  with  hands, 

Eternal  and  on  high  ; 
And  here  my  spirit  waiting  stands, 
Till  God  shall  bid  it  fly. 

2  Shortly  this  prison  of  my  clay 

Must  be  dissolved  and  fall, 
Then,  0  my  sonl.  with  Joy  obey 
Thy  Heavenly  Father's  call. 


a  *Tis  He,  by  His  almighty  grace, 
That  forms  thee  fit  for  heaven, 
And  as  an  earnest  of  the  place, 
Has  His  own  Spirit  given. 

4  We  walk  by  faith  ofjoys  to  come, 

Faith  lives  upon  His  word ; 

But  while  the  body  is  our  home, 

We're  absent  from  the  Lord. 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

GREENWOOD.    S.  M.      j-  e.  sweetser. 
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1  It  is  not  death  to  die, — 
To  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  'mid  the  brotherhood  on  high, 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 


2  It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
And  wake  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 


3  It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
From  dungeon  chain,  to  breathe  the  air 
Of  boundless  liberty. 


4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 
Aside  the  sinful  dust, 
And  rise,  on  strong,  exulting  wing, 
To  live  among  the  just. 


i 


6  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life  1 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die ; 
Like  Thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife. 
To  reign  with  Thee  on  high. 
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ANTICIPATION  OF  DEATH. 


POMEROY.    7s,  6s.    Peculiar,     ganzbach. 
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No,  no,  it  is  not  dying. 

To  go  unto  our  God ; 
This  gloomy  earth  forsaking, 
Our  journey  homeward  taking 

Along  the  starry  road. 

2  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying. 

Heaven's  citizen  to  be ; 
A  crown  immortal  wearing, 
And  rest  unbroken  sharing, 

From  care  and  conflict  free. 

3  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying, 

The  Shepherd's  voice  to  know ; 


His  sheep  He  ever  leadeth, 
His  peaceful  flock  He  feedeth, 

Where  living  pastures  grow. 
No,  no,  it  is  not  dying 

To  wear  a  heavenly  crown  ; 
Among  God's  people  dwelling, 
The  glorious  triumph  swelling 

Of  Him  whose  sw^ay  we  own. 
Oh,  no,  this  is  not  dying. 

Thou  Saviour  of  mankind ! 
There  streams  of  love  are  flowing 
No  hindrance  ever  knowing ; 

Here  only  drops  we  find. 


HOME.    S.  M. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


One  sweetly  solemn  thought 
Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er : 
I'm  nearer  to  my  home  to-day 
Than  e'er  I've  been  before : 
-  Nearer  my  Father's  house. 
Where  many  mansions  be, 
Nearer  the  throne  where  Jesus  reigns, 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 
'  N'earer  the  bound  of  life 

Where  burdens  are  laid  down, 
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Nearer  leaving  the  cross  of  grief, 

Nearer  gaining  the  crown. 
But  lying  dark  between. 

And  winding  through  the  night, 
Flows  on  the  deep  and  unknown  stream, 

That  leads  me  to  the  light. 
Jesus,  perfect  my  trust, 

Strengthen  my  hand  of  faith. 
And  be  Thou  near  me  when  I  stand 

Upon  the  shore  of  death. 
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CHBISTIAN  LIFE  ASD  EXPEBIENCE. 

TAPPAN.       CM.  G.  KINGSLEY. 
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1  'Tis  sweet  to  rest  in  lively  hope, 

That  when  my  change  shall  coifle, 
Angels  will  hover  round  my  bed, 
And  waft  my  spirit  home  I 


2  There  shall  my  disimprison'd  soul 
Behold  Him  and  adore ; 
Be  with  his  likeness  satisfied. 
And  grieve  and  sin  no  more : 


3  Shall  see  Him  wear  that  very  flesh 
On  which  my  guilt  was  lain  ; 
His  love  intense.  His  merit  fresh, 
As  though  but  newly  slain. 


4  Soon,  too,  my  slumb'rin^  dust  shall  hear 
The  trumpet's  quick'ning  sound ; 
And,  by  my  Saviour's  power  rebuilt. 
At  His  right  hand  be  found. 


5  These  eyes  shall  see  Him  in  that  day, 
The  God  that  died  for  me! 
And  all  my  rising  bones  shall  say, 
Lord,  who  is  like  to  Thee ! 


6  If  such  the  views  which  grace  unfolds, 
Weak  as  it  is  below, 
What  raptures  must  the  church  above, 
In  Jesus'  presence  know. 


374 


¥ 


^=4: 
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1  To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope, 

My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone ; 
Oh,  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up, 
And  waft  me  away  to  His  throne. 

2  My  Saviour,  whom  absent  I  love ; 

Whom  not  having  seen,  I  adore : 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 
Air  glory,  dominion,  and  power — 

3  Dissolve  Thou  these  bands  that  detain 

My  soul  from  her  portion  in  Thee, 
Ah  I  strike  off  this  adamant  chain, 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

4  When  that  happy  era  begins. 

When  array'd  in  Thy  glories  I  shino, 
Nor  grieve  any  more,  by  my  sins. 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline — 


5  Oh,  then  shall  the  veil  be  removed  I 

And  round  me  Thy  brightness  be  pour'd ; 
I  shall  meet  Him  whom  absent  I  loved, 
I  shall  see  Whom  unseen  I  adored. 


6  And  then,  never  more  shall  the  fears, 
The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes. 
Which  darken  this  valley  of  tears, 
Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose. 
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1  I  would  not  live  alway :  I  ask  not  to  stay 
Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way ; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here 

Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

2  I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  fetter'd  by  sin  ; 
Temptation  without  and  corruption  within  : 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  ]i^ith  penitent  tears. 

3  I  would  not  live  alway ;  no — welcome  the  tomb ; 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom : 
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ANTICIPATION  OF  DEATH. 

There  sweet  be  my  rest,  till  He  bid  me  arise 
To  hail  Him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

4  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God ; 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode. 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains. 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns  ? 

6  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren,  transported  to  greet ; 
While  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul. 


I  WOULD  NOT  LIVE  ALWAY.    lis. 

L.  O.  EMERSON. 
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CHEISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

ZEPHYR.       L.  M.  W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  They  come,  God's  messengers  of  love, 
They  come  from  realms  of  peace  above. 
From  homes  of  never-fading  light, 
From  blissful  mansions  ever  bright. 


2  They  come  to  watch  around  us  here. 
To  soothe  our  sorrow,  calm  our  fear ; 
And  whisper  to  the  willing  heart, 
O  Christian  soul,  in  peace  depart." 


II 


3  Blest  Jesus,  Thou  whose  groans  and  tears 
Have  sanctified  frail  nature's  fears, 
To  earth  in  bitter  sorrow  weigh'd. 
Thou  didst  not  scorn  Thine  angels'  aid : 


4  An  angel  guard  to  us  supply, 
When  on  the  bed  of  death  we  lie ; 
And  by  Thine  own  almighty  power, 
Oh,  shield  us  in  the  last  dread  hour. 
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ANTieiPATION  OF  DEATH. 

TYNDAL.    CM. 
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•e  is  an  hour  when  I  must  part 
om  all  I  hold  most  dear ; 
life,  with  its  best  hopes,  will  then 
I  nothingness  appear. 

•e  is  an  hour  when  I  must  sink 
iiieath  the  stroke  of  death  ; 
yield  to  Him  who  gave  it  first, 
jr  struggling  vital  breath. 


•e  is  an  hour  when  I  must  stand 
ifore  the  judgment-seat ; 


And  all  my  sins,  and  all  my  foes, 
In  awful  vision  meet. 


4  There  is  an  hour  when  I  must  look 
On  one  Eternity ; 
And  nameless  woe,  or  blissful  life, 
My  endless  portion  be. 

6  0  Saviour,  then  in  all  my  need 
Be  near,  be  near  to  me ! 
And  let  my  soul,  by  steadfast  faith, 
Find  life  and  heatNcii  mlYisfc, 
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CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

SHINING  SHORE.    P.  M. 


G.  F.  ROOT. 
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1  My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger ; 
For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand ; 

Our  friends  are  parsing  over; 
And,  just  before,  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  Our  absent  King  the  watchword  gave, 

*'  Let  every  lamp  be  burning ; " 
We  look  afar  across  the  wave, 
Out  distant  home  discerning. 
FornoWf  etc. 


8  Should  coming  days  be  dark  and  cold, 
We  will  not  yield  to  sorrow, 
For  hope  will  sing  with  courage  bold, 
"  There's  glory  on  the  morrow." 
For  now,  etc. 


4  Let  storms  of  woe  in  whirlwinds  rise, 
Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever, 
There — bright  and  joyous  in  the  skies, 
There — is  our  home  forever : 
For  now,  etc. 


380 


ANTICIPATION  OF  DEATH. 

MEAR.    CM 


A.  WILLIAMS. 


1  Thee  we  adore,  Eternal  Name ! 

And  humbly  own  to  Thee 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame, 
What  dying  worms  are  we  I 

2  Our  wasting  lives  are  shortening  still, 

As  months  and  days  increase ; 
And  ev'ry  beating  pulse  we  tell 
Leaves  but  the  number  less. 

3  Great  God !  on  what  a  slender  thread 

Hang  everlasting  things ! 


Th'  eternal  state  of  all  the  dead 
Upon  life's  feeble  strings. 

4  Infinite  joy,  or  endless  woe 
Attends  on  every  breath  ; 
And  yet  how  unconcern 'd  we  go 
Upon  the  brink  of  death  I 

6  Waken,  0  Lord,  our  drowsy  sense, 
To  walk  this  dangerous  road ! 
And  if  our  souls  are  hurried  hence, 
May  they  be  found  with  God. 


KENTUCKY.    S.  M. 


J.  INGALLS. 


And  must  this  body  die? 

This  mortal  frame  decay? 
And  must  these  active  limbs  of  mine 

Lie  mould'ring  in  the  clay? 

2  God,  my  Redeemer,  lives, 

And  often,  from  the  skies, 
Looks  down  and  watches  all  my  dust, 
Till  He  shall  bid  it  rise. 

3  Array'd  in  glorious  grace 

Shall  these  vile  bodies  shine, 


381 


And  ev'ry  shape,  and  ev*ry  fiice. 
Look  heavenly  and  divine. 

These  lively  hopes  we  owe 

To  Jesus' dying  love ; 
We  would  adore  His  grace  below. 
And  sing  His  power  above. 

Dear  Lord,  accept  the  praise 
Of  these  our  humble  songs, 

Till  tunes  of  nobler  sounds  we  raisA 
"With  oMt  vmiiiOT\»\\.OTv^Q«^. 


CHRISTIAN  LIFE  AND  EXPERIENCE. 

ZEPHYR.       L.  M.  W.B.BRADBURY. 

H 1 


1  Why  should  we  start  and  fear  to  die? 

What  tiin'rous  worms  we  mortals  are ! 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endless  joy, 
And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  dying  strife, 

Fright  our  approaching  souls  away : 
Still  we  shrink  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 


3  Oh,  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet, 

My  soul  should  stretch  her  wings  in  baste, 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate, 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  pass'd. 

4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 

Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head. 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there. 


CORINTH.    CM 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Beneath  our  feet  and  o'er  our  head 

Is  equal  warning  given  ; 
Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  dead, 
And  far  above  is  heaven. 

2  Death  rides  on  ev'ry  passing  breeze, 

And  lurks  in  ev'ry  flower ; 
Each  season  has  its  own  disease, 
Its  peril  ev'ry  hour. 


3  Turn,  sinner,  turn  :  thy  danger  know: 

Where'er  thy  foot  can  tread. 
The  earth  rings  hollow  from  below, 
And  warns  thee  of  her  dead. 

4  Turn,  Christian,  turn :  thy  soul  apply 

To  truths  which  hourly  tell 
That  they  who  underneath  thee  lie 
^\\e.\\  Vi^^  in.  heaven— or  hell. 
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ANTICIPATION  OF  DEATH. 

HOWARD.    CM. 
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1  When,  rising  from  the  bed  of  death, 

O'erwhelm'd  with  guilt  and  fear, 
I  see  my  Maker  face  to  face, 
Oh,  how  shall  I  appear! 

2  If  yet,  while  pardon  may  be  found, 

And  mercy  may  be  sought. 
My  heart  with  inward  horror  shrinks. 
And  trembles  at  the  thought : — 

3  When  Thou,  0  Lord  I  shalt  stand  disclosed 

In  majesty  severe. 
And  sit  in  judgment  on  my  soul, 
Oh,  how  shall  I  appear ! 

SHAWMUT.    S.  M 


4  But  there's  forgiveness.  Lord,  with  Thee; 
Thy  nature  is  benign  : 
Thy  pard'ning  mercy  I  implore, 
For  mercy,  Lord,  is  Thine. 
6  Oh,  let  Thy  boundless  mercy  shine 
On  my  benighted  soul! 
Correct  my  passions,  mend  my  heart, 
And  all  mj'  fears  control. 
6  And  may  I  taste  Thy  richer  grace. 
In  that  decisive  hour. 
When  Christ  to  judgment  shall  descend 
And  time  shall  be  no  more.    ^ 


L.  MASON. 


Oh,  where  shall  rest  be  found. 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? . 
'Twere  vain  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 
The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh  : 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 

Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 
Beyond  this  vale  of  tears  6 

There  is  a  life  above. 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years — 

And  all  that  life  is  love. 
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There  is  a  death  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath  : 
Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 

Around  the  second  death  1 
Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace ! 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun  : 
Lest  we  be  driven  from  Thy  face, 

And  evermore  undone. 
Here  w^ould  we  end  our  quest; 

Alone  are  found  in  Thee 
The  life  of  perfect  love,  the  rest 

Of  luviiiOTtaWX.^ . 
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1  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies  I 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest ! 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes  I 
How  gently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast ! 


2  So  fedes  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 


3  A  holy  quiet  reigns  around, 

A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 


And  nought  disturbs  that  peace  profoau<^ 
Which  his  unfetter'd  soul  enjoys. 

4  Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 

Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell 
How  bright  th'  unchanging  morn  appear^ 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell  I 

5  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 

Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies, 
While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
* '  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies ! 
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PEACE  OR  TRIUMPH  IN  DEATH. 

WAKEMAN.    7s.  m.  c.  thayer. 
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1  Palms  of  glory,  rairaent  bright, 
Crowns  that  never  fade  away, 
Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light; 
Priests,  and  kings,  and  conquerors,  they. 


2  Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 
To  the  Lamb  amid  the  throne, 
And  proclaim  in  joyful  psalms. 
Victory  through  JEIis  cross  alone. 


3  Kings  for  harps  their  crowns  resign, 
Crving.  as  tney  strike  the  chords— 
"  Take  the  kingdom ;  it  is  Thine, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords." 


4  Round  the  altar,  priests  confess, 
If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow, 
'Twas  their  Saviour's  righteousness. 
And  His  blood  that  made  them  so. 
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1  Great  is  the  Lord  onr  God, 

And  let  His  praise  be  ^reat ; 
He  mak€S  the  church  His  own  abode, 
His  most  delightful  seat. 

2  In  Zion  God  is  known, 

A  refuge  in  distress : 
How  bright  has  His  salvation  shone 
Through  all  her  palaces.! 

3  When  kings  against  her  joln'd, 

JLud  saw  the  Lord  was  there, 


In  wild  confusion  of  the  mind, 
They  fled  with  hasty  fear. 

4  Oft  have  our  fathers  told, 
Our  eyes  have  often  seen, 
How  well  our  God  secures  the  fold 
Where  His  own  sheep  have  been. 

6  In  ev'rv  new  distress 

We'll  to  His  house  repair ; 
We'll  call  to  mind  His  wondrous  grace 
And  seek  deliverance  there. 
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THE  REFORMATION. 

ZION.    8s,  7s,  4s. 
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1  Zion  stands  with  hills  surrounded — 
Zion,  kept  bj^  power  divine ; 
All  her  foes  shall  be  confounded, 
Though  the  world  in  arms  combine : 

Happy  Zion, 
What  a  favored  lot  is  thine  I 


2  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 
Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee ; 
Thou  art  precious  in  His  sight : 

God  is  with  thee — 
God,  thine  everlasting  light. 
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1  Here,  in  Thy  name,  eternal  God, 

We  build  this  earthly  house  for  Thee; 
Oh,  choose  it  for  Thy  fix'd  abode. 
And  guard  it  from  all  error  free. 

2  Here,  when  Thy  people  seek  Thy  face, 

And  dying  sinners  pray  to  live, 
Hear  Thou  in  lieaven.  Thy  dwelling-place, 
And  when  Thou  hearest,  Lord,  forgive. 

8  Here,  when  Thy  messengers  proclaim 
The  blessed  gospel  of  Thy  Son, 
Still  by  the  power  of  His  great  name 
Be  mighty  signs  and  wonders  done. 

4  Thy  glory  never  hence  depart ; 

Yet  choose  not,  Lord,  this  house  alone ; 
Thy  kingdom  come  to  ev'ry  heart ; 
In  ev'ry  bosom  ftx  Thy  throne. 


COENEE-STONE  LAYING. 

OLD  HUNDRED.    L.  M. 
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1  O  Lord  of  hosts,  whose  glory  fills 
The  bounds  of  the  eternal  hills. 

And  yet  vouchsafes,  in  Christian  lands, 
To  dwell  in  temples  made  with  hands ; 

2  Grant  that  all  we,  who  here  to-day 
Rejoicing  this  foundation  lay, 
May  be  in  very  deed  Thine  own, 
Built  on  the  precious  Corner-stone. 

3  Endue  the  creatures  with  Thy  grace. 
That  shall  adorn  Thy  dwelling-place; 
The  beauty  of  the  oak  and  pine. 

The  gold  and  silver,  make  them  Thine. 

4  To  Thee  they  all  pertain  ;  to  The^ 
The  treasures  of  the  earth  and  sea ; 
And  when  we  bring  them  to  Thy  throne. 
We  but  present  Thee  with  Thine  own. 

5  The  heads  that  guide  endue  with  skill ; 
The  hands  that  work  preserve  from  ill ; 
That  we,  who  these  foundations  lay, 
May  raise  the  topstone  in  its  day. 

6  Both  now  and  ever,  Lord,  protect 
The  temple  of  Thine  own  elect ; 

Be  Thou  in  them,  and  they  in  Thee, 
O  ever-blessed  Trinity  I 
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Christ  is  our  Comer-stone, 

On  Him  alone  we  build, 
With  His  true  saints  alone 

The  courts  of  lieaven  are  fiU'd ; 
On  His  great  love  our  hopes  we  place, 
Of  present  grace  and  joys  above. 

Oh,  then  with  hymns  of  praise 
These  hallow'd  courts  shall  ring : 

Our  voices  we  will  raise 
The  Three  in  One  to  sing, 

And  thus  proclaim  in  joyful  song. 

Both  loud  and  long,  that  glorious  Name. 


Here,  gracious  God,  do  Thou 
For  evermore  draw  nigh ; 

Accept  each  faithful  vow. 
And  mark  each  suppliant  sigh ; 

In  copious  shower,  on  all  who  pray 

Each  holy  day  Thy  blessings  pour. 

Here  may  we  gain  from  heaven 
The  grace  which  we  implore, 

And  may  that  grace  once  given. 
Be  with  us  evermore, — 

Until  that  day  when  all  the  blest 

To  endless  rest  are  called  away. 
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1  I-ord  of  hosts,  to  Thee  we  raise 
Here  a  house  of  prayer  and  praise ; 
Thou  Thy  people's  hearts  prepare 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

2  Let  the  living  here  be  fed 

With  Thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread; 
Here  reveal  Thy  mercy  sure, 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 


8  Hallelujah  ! — earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply ; 
Hallelujah ! — hence  ascend 
Prayer  and  praise  till  time  shall  end. 
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BEMERTON.    CM. 
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1  Dear  Shepherd  of  Thy  people,  here 

Thy  presence  now  display ; 
As  Thou  hast  given  a  place  for  prayer, 
So  give  us  hearts  to  pray. 

2  Show  us  some  token  of  Thy  love, 

Our  fainting  liope  to  raise ; 
And  pour  Thy  blessings  from  above, 
That  we  may  render  praise. 

3  Within  these  walls  let  holy  peace, 

And  love,  and  concord  dwell ; 


Here  give  the  troubled  conscience  ease, 

The  wounded  spirit  heal. 
4  The  feeling  heart,  the  melting  eye, 

The  humbled  mind  bestow ; 
And  shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 

To  make  our  graces  grow ! 
6  May  we  in  faith  receive  Thy  word, 

In  faith  present  our  prayers ; 
And,  in  the  presence  of  our  Lord, 

Unbosom  all  our  cares. 


STEPHENS.    CM. 


W.  JONES. 


1  To  Thee  this  temple  we  devote, 

Our  Father  and  our  God ; 
Accept  it  Thine,  and  seal  it  now 
Thy  Spirit's  blest  abode. 

2  Here  may  the  prayer  of  faith  ascend, 

The  voice  of  praise  arise ; 
Oh,  may  each  lowly  service  prove 
Accepted  sacrifice. 

3  Here  may  the  sinner  learn  his  guilt. 

And  weep  before  his  Lord ; 


Here  pardon*d,  sing  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  here  his  vows  record. 

4  Here  may  affliction  dry  the  tear. 

And  learn  to  trust  in  God ; 
Convinced  it  is  a  Father  smites. 
And  love  that  guides  the  rod. 

5  Peace  be  within  these  sacred  walls. 

Prosperity  be  here, 
Still  smile  upon  Thy  people.  Lord, 
Aa\^  evetwwiift  be  near. 
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CHUECH  DEDICATION. 

FAR  LAND.    8s,  7s,  4s- 


T.  HASTINGS. 


3  .^   r 


<g   ^ 


p p_-J ; 1^. 


.a — ^- 


isi 


S3 


§i=r^ 


B 


f 


i 


fc 


fezeznt 


? — lg      » 


f-^f-f 


^ 


i=f: 


i; 


t 


^ 


g-» 


1^ 


^^^^m 


I 


I 


F^P 


I 


f: 


t=t 


^a 


F 


1  Come  Thou  now,  and  be  among  us, 

Lord  and  Maker,  while  we  pray ; 
Let  Thy  presence  fill  the  temple 

Which  we  dedicate  to-day ; 
And,  Thyself  its  Consecrator, 

Dwell  within  its  walls  alway. 

2  Grant  that  all  Thy  faithful  people 

May  Thy  truer  temple  be ; 
Neither  flesh,  nor  soul,  nor  spirit 

Know  another  Lord  than  Thee; 
But,  to  Thee  once  dedicated. 

Serve  Thee  everlastingly. 


3  Here  our  souls,  as  Thy  true  altars, 
Deign  to  hallow  ana  to  bless, 

0  Thou  future  Judge  of  all  men, 
With  thy  grace  and  holiness : 

That  Thy  gifts,  sent  down  from  heaven, 
We  may  evermore  possess. 


4  Praise  and  honor  to  the  Father ; 

Praise  and  honor  to  the  Son ; 
Praise  and  honor  to  the  Spirit, 

Ever  Three  and  ever  One ; 
Consubstantial,  coeternal, 

While  unending  ages  run. 
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REGENT  SQUARE.    8s,  7s.    6  lines,    h.  smart. 
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1  Christ,  Thou  art  the  Sure  Foundation, 
Thou  the  Head  and  Oonier-stone  • 

Chosen  of  the  Lord,  and  precious, 
Binding  all  the  Church  in  one; 

Thou  Thy  Zion's  help  forever, 
And  her  confidence  alone. 


2  To  this  temple,  where  we  call  Thee, 
Come,  0  Lord  of  Hosts,  to-day ! 
With  Thy  wonted  loving-kindness 
Hear  Thy  servants  as  they  pray ; 
And  Thy  fullest  benediction 
Shed  within  these  walls  alway. 


Here  vouchsafe  to  all  Thy  servants 
What  they  ask  of  Thee  to  gain, 

What  they  gain  from  Thee  forever 
With  the  blessed  to  retain. 

And  hereafter  in  Thy  glory 
Evermore  with  Thee  to  reign. 


4  Praise  and  honor  to  the  Father, 
Praise  and  honor  to  the  Son, 

Praise  and  honor  to  the  Spirit, 
Ever  Three  and  ever  One ; 

One  in  might,  and  one  in  glory, 
While  eternal  ages  run. 
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1  With  grateful  hearts  and  tuneful  lays, 

We  bow  before  th'  eternal  throne, 
And  offer  up  our  humble  praise 
To  Him  whose  name  is  God  alone. 

2  On  this  auspicious  hour  draw  near, 

And  shed  Thy  richest  blessings  down ; 
Fill  ev'ry  heart' with  love  sincere^ 
And  ail  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 

3  Grant  now  Thy  presence,  gracious  Lord, 

And  hearken  to  our  fervent  prayer ; 
The  nuptial  vow  in  heaven  record. 
And  bless  the  newly  married  pair. 

4  Oh,  guide  them  safe  this  desert  through, 

'Mid  all  the  cares  of  life  and  love. 
At  length,  with  joy,  Thy  face  to  view, 
In  fairer,  better  worldfe  above. 
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1  We  join  to  pray,  with  wishes  kind, 
A  blessing,  Lord,  from  Thee, 
On  those  who  now  the  bands  have  twined 
Which  ne'er  may  broken  be. 


2  We  know  that  scenes  not  always  bright 
Must  unto  them  be  given  ; 
But  over  all  give  Thou  the  light 
Of  love,  and  truth,  and  heaven. 


3  Still  hand  in  hand,  their  journey  through 
Joint  pilgrims  may  they  go ; 
Mingling  their  joys  as  helpers  tru«. 
And  sharing  every  woe. 


4  May  each  in  each  still  feed  the  flame 
Of  pure  and  holy  love ; 
In  faith  and  trust  and  heart  the  same. 
The  same  their  home  above. 
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1  Mourn  for  the  thonsands  slain, 
The  youthfal  and  the  strong ; 
Mourn  for  the  wine-cup's  fearful  reign, 
And  the  deluded  throng. 


2  Mourn  for  the  tamish'd  gem— 
For  reason's  light  divine, 
Quench'd  from  tne  soul's  bright  diadenii 
Where  Qod  had  bid  it  shine. 


3  Mourn  for  the  lost— but  call, 
Call  to  the  strong,  the  free ; 
Rouse  them  to  shun  that  dreadful  fall ; 
And  to  the  Refuge  flee. 


4  Mourn  for  the  lost— but  pray, 
Pray  to  our  Qod  above. 
To  break  the  fell  destroyer's  sway, 
And  show  His  saving  love. 
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1  Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven, 

TJiousands  of  children  stand, 
Children  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band. 
Singing  glory,  glory, 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 

2  In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white 

See  every  one  array 'd ; 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light. 
And  joys  that  never  fade, 
Singing,  &c. 

8  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 
That  heaven  ao  bright  and  fair, 


Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love; — 
How  came  those  children  there? 
Singing,  <&c. 

4  Because  the  Saviour  shed  His  blood, 
To  wash  away  tlieir  sin  ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flooc^' 
Behold  them  white  and  clean  ! 
Singing,  &c. 


6  On  earth  they  sought  the  Saviour's  gr; 
On  earth  they  loved  His  name; 
So  now  they  see  His  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb, 
Singing,  <&c. 


,ce, 
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HYMNS  FOE  THE  YOUNG. 

DEVIZES.    CM. 


I.  TUCKER. 
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1  How  happy  are  the  young  who  hear 

Instruction's  warning  voice; 
And  who  celestial  wisdom  make 
Their  early,  only  choice. 

2  For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 

Than  east  or  west  unfold  ; 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 
Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 

3  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread  ; 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  aged  head. 

4  According  as  her  labors  rise, 

So  her  rewards  increase ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 
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SPECIAL  OCCASIONS. 

SAVIOUR,  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD. 
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1  Saviour,  like  a  Shepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  Thy  tend'rest  care; 
In  Thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 
For  our  use  Thy  folds  prepare ; 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  bought  us.  Thine  we  are. 

2  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free ; 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Let  us  early  turn  to  Thee. 

3  Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favor. 

Early  let  us  do  Thy  will ; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  Saviour, 
With  Thy  love  our  bosoms  fill : 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 

400 


.i^^^^i 


HYMNS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

SWEET  STORY.    Us,  9s,  12s,  9s. 
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1  I  think,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 
When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 
How  He  call'd  little  children  as  lamhs  to  His  fold, 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 


2  I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head, 
That  His  amis  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said. 
"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me." 
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3  Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 
And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love ; 
And  if  I  thus  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 
I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above, — 


4  In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 
For  all  who  are  wash'd  and  forgiven  ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there. 
For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
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I  long  for  the  joys  of  that  glorious  time. 
The  sweetest,  and  brightest,  and  best, 

When  the  dear  little  children  of  every  clime 
Shall  crowd  to  His  arms  and  be  blessed. 
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SPECIAL  OCCASIONS. 

TRUSTING.    7s. 


W.  G.  FISCHER. 
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1  Grcntle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild 
Look  upon  a  little  child ; 
Pity  my  simplicity, 

Suffer  me  to  come  to  Thee. 

2  Hide  me,  from  all  evil  hide, 

Self,  and  stubbornness,  and  pride ; 
I^et  mc  live  without  offence ; 
Guard  my  helpless  innocence. 


Loving  Jesus,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  Thy  gracious  hands  I  am; 
Make  me.  Saviour,  what  Thou  art; 
Live  Thyself  within  my  heart. 

I  shall  then  show  forth  Thy  praise; 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days ; 
Then  the  world  shall  always  see 
Christ  the  holy  Child  in  me. 
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GOLDEN  HILL.    S.  M. 


A.  CHAPIN. 
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With  humble  heart  and  tongue, 

Our  God,  to  Thee  we  pray, 
Oh,  make  us  learn  while  we  are  young, 

How  we  may  cleanse  our  way. 

Make  us,  unguarded  youth, 

The  objects  of  Thy  care, 
Help  us  to  choose  the  way  of  truth, 

And  fly  from  every  snare. 

Our  hearts,  to  folly  prone,  6 

Renew  by  power  aivine, 
Unite  theni  to  Tliyself  alone, 

And  make  us  wholly  Thine. 
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Oh,  let  Thy  word  of  grace 
Our  warmest  thoughts  employ, 

Be  this  through  all  our  foil' wing  days 
Our  treasure  and  our  joy. 

To  what  Thy  laws  impart, 
Be  our  whole  soul  inclined ; 

Oh,  let  them  dwell  within  our  heart, 
And  sanctify  our  mind. 

May  Thy  young  servants  learn 
By  these  to  cleanse  their  way; 

And  may  we  here  the  path  discern 
That  leads  to  endless  day. 


HYMNS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

JESUS  EVER  NEAR.    C.  M.    D. 
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1  Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side, 
How  loving  must  Thou  be, 
To  leave  Thy  home  in  heaven  to  guard 
A  little  child  like  me. 


2  I  cannot  feel  Thee  touch  my  hand, 
With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me  as  my  mother  did, 
When  I  was  but  a  child  : 


4  And  when,  dear  Saviour,  I  kneel  down. 
Morning  and  njght,  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart 
Whicli  tells  me  Thou  art  there. 

6  Yes  1  when  I  pray.  Thou  prayest  too— 
Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  Thou  sleepest  not, 
But  watchest  patiently. 


3  But  I  have  felt  Thee  in  my  thoughts, 
Rebuking  sin  for  me ; 
And  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 
The  sweetness  is  from  Thee.  ' 
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6  To  God  the  Father  glory  be, 
And  to  His  only  Son  ; 
The  same,  0  Holy  Ghost,  to  Thee, 
While  ceaseless  agea  rvixvl 


SPECIAL  0C0AB1OS3. 

WHEN  HIS  SALVATION  BRINGING.    7s,  6s.   D. 

MOZART. 
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1  When,  His  salvation  bringing. 

To  Zion  Jesus  came, 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  His  name. 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  Him, 

But  as  He  rode  along, 
He  let  them  still  attend  Him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  tbeir  song, 

2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  for  children  still, 
Though  now  as  King  He  reignetl 
On  Zion '8  heavenly  hill; 


We'll  flock  around  His  banner, 
Who  sits  upon  the  throne, 

And  cry  aloud  **  Hosanna 
To  David's  royal  Son." 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  Great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Might  well  hosanna  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No !  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They,  too,  shall  be  the  Lord's. 
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HEBRON.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Dear  Saviour,  if  these  lambs  should  stray 

From  Thy  secure  enclosure's  bound, 
And,  lured  by  worldly  joys  away, 
Among  the  thoughtless  crowd  be  found ; 

2  Remember  still  that  they  are  Thine, 

That  Thy  dear  sacred  name  they  bear, 
Think  that  the  seal  of  love  divine. 
The  3ign  of  cov'nant  grace  they  wear. 

3  In  all  their  erring,  sinful  years. 

Oh,  let  them  ne'er  forgotten  be 
Remember  all  the  prayers  and  tears 
Which  made  them  consecrate  to  Thee. 

4  And  when  these  lips  no  more  can  pray. 

These  eyes  can  weep  for  them  no  more, 
Turn  Thou  their  feet  from  folly's  way, 
The  wand'rers  to  Thy  fold  restore* 
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SPECIAL  OCCASIONS. 

ERNAN.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Great  Saviour,  wl»o  didst  condescend 

Young  children  in  Thine  arras  t' embrace, 
Still  prove  Thyself  the  infants'  friend, 
Baptize  them  with  Thy  cleansing  grace. 

2  Whilst  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth, 

Be  Thou  their  Guardian  and  their  Guide, 


That  they,  directed  by  Tliy  truth, 
May  never  from  Thy  precepts  slide. 

To  love  Thy  word  their  hearts  incline, 
To  understand  it,  light  impart; 

O  Saviour,  consecrate  them  Thine, 
Take  full  possession  of  their  heart. 


WANSTED.    7s. 


1  God  of  mercy,  hear  our  prayer, 

For  the  children  Thou  hast  given, 
Let  them  all  Thy  blessings  share, 
Grace  on  earth  and  bliss  in  heaven. 

2  Cleanse  their  souls  from  ev'ry  stain, 

Through  the  Saviour's  precious  blood ; 
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Let  them  all  be  bom  again. 
And  be  reconciled  to  God. 

For  this  mercy»  Lord,  we  cry ; 

Bend  Thiue  ever-gracious  ear; 
"While  on  Thee  our  souls  rely. 

Hear  our  prayer,  in  mercy  hear. 


PARENTS  AND  CHILDREN. 

SI  LOAM.       CM.  I.B.WOODBURY. 
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1  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  sweet  the  lily  grows ; 
How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose ; 
And  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod, 
Whose  secret  heart  with  influence  sweet, 

Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

2  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away  ; 
And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  a^e 
May  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power. 

And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

3  0  Thou,  whose  infancy  was  found 

With  heavenly  rays  to  shine, 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crown'd. 

Were  all  alike  divine — 
Dependent  on  Thy  bounteous  breath, 

We  seek  Thy  grace  alone ; 
In  childhood,  manhood,  and  in  death, 

To  keep  us  still  Thine  own. 
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MORNING  HYMNS. 


BRADFORD.    CM. 


G.  F.  HANDEL. 


1  Lord  of  my  life!  oh,  may  Thy  praise 

Employ  my  noblest  powers, 
Whose  fondness  lengthens  out  my  days, 
And  fills  the  circling  hours ! 

2  Preserved  by  Thine  Almighty  arm, 

I  pass  the* shades  of  night, 
Serene  and  safe  from  ev'ry  harm, 
And  see  returning  light. 

3  Oh,  let  the  same  Almighty  care 

My  waking  hours  attend ; 
From  ev'ry  trespass,  ev'ry  snare, 
My  heedless  steps  defend. 

4  Smile  on  my  minutes  as  they  roll. 

And  guide  my  future  days ; 
And  let  Thy  goodness  fill  my  soul 
With  gratitude  and  praise. 
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MORNING  HYMNS. 

WARWICK.    CM. 


C.  STANLEY. 


1  Lord,  in  the  morning  Thou  shalt  hear 

My  voice  ascending  high ; 
To  Thee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 
To  Thee  lift  up  mine  eye ; — 

2  Up  to  the  hills,  where  Christ  is  gone 

To  plead  for  all  His  saints, 
Presenting  at  His  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God,  before  whose  sight 

The  wicked  shall  not  stand ; 

SEIR. 


Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  Thy  delight. 
Nor  dwell  at  Thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  Thy  house  will  I  resort. 

To  taste  Thy  mercies  there ; 
I  will  frequent  Thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  Thy  fear. 

5  Oh,  may  Thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 

In  ways  of  righteousness ; 
Make  ev'ry  path  of  duty  straight 
And  plain  before  my  fjeu^e. 

s.  M. 
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1  See  how  the  rising  sun 

Pursues  his  shining  way. 
And  wide  proclaims  his  Maker's  praise, 
With  ev'ry  bright'ning  ray. 

2  Thus  would  my  rising  soul 

Its  heavenly  parent  sing. 
And  to  its  great  Original 
The  humble  tribute  bring 
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Serene  I  laid  me  down 

Beneath  His  guardian  care ; 
I  slept,  and  I  awoke,  and  found 

My  kind  Preserver  near ! 
My  life  I  would  anew 

Devote,  O  Lord,  to  Thee, 
And  in  Thy  blessed  presence  spend 

A  long  eternity. 


SPECIAL  OCCASIONS. 

HEMINGFORD.    S.  M. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 


We  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee, 

0  Day-star  from  on  high  ! 
The  sun  itself  is  but  Thy  shade, 

Yet  cheers  both  earth  and  sky. 
Oh,  let  Thy  rising  beams 

The  night  of  sin  disperse, 
The  miste  of  error  and  of  vice 

Which  shade  the  universe! 
How  beauteous  nature  now ! 

How  dark  and  sad  before  I 


With  ioy  we  view  the  pleasing  change, 

And  nature's  God  adore. 
Oh,  may  no  gloomy  crime 

Pollute  the  rising  day ; 
May  Jesus'  blood,  like  morning  dew, 

Wash  all  our  stains  away. 
To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 

And  shall  for  ever  be. 


GRATITUDE.    L.  M. 


A.  BOST. 
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My  God,  how  endless  is  Thy  love  I 
Thy  gifts  are  ev'ry  ev'ning  new. 
And  morning  mercies  from  above 
Gently  descend  like  early  dew. 
!  Thou  spread'st  the  curtain  of  the  night, 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ; 
Thy  sov'reign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 
t  I  yield  myself  to  Thy  command. 

To  Thee  devote  my  nights  and  days ; 
Perpetual  biessings  from  Thy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  hyms  of  praise. 
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When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  light  salutes  mine  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  righteousness  divine! 
On  me,  with  beams  of  mercy,  shine. 
When  each  day's  scenes  and  labors  close, 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 
With  pard'ning  mercy  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest. 
And.  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labors  done, 
Jesus,  Thy  heavenly  radiance  sh©^ 
To  c\ifcet  a.-sAW^sa  TK^  d^itig-bed. 
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MORNING  HYMNS. 

WOODLAND.    CM. 


N.  GOULD. 
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1  Hosanna  with  a  cheerful  sound 

To  God's  upholding  hand ! 
Ten  thousand  snares  our  path  surround, 
And  yet  secure  we  stand. 

2  How  wondrous  is  that  mighty  power 

Which  form'd  us  with  a  word ! 
And  ev'ry  day  and  ev'ry  hour 
We  lean  upon  the  Lord. 
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3  The  rising  morn  cannot  assure 

That  we  shall  end  the  day ; 
For  death  stands  ready  at  the  door 
To  take  our  lives  away. 

4  God  is  our  Sun,  whose  daily  light 

Our  joy  and  safety  brings; 
Our  feeble  frame  lies  safe  at  night 
Beneath  His  sheltering  wings. 


MIGDOL.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 


1  Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2  By  influence  of  the  light  divine, 
I^et  thy  own  light  to  others  shine ; 
Reflect  all  heaven's  propitious  rays 
In  ardent  love  and  cheerful  praise. 

^  Lord !  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew : 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
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Guard  ray  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day. 

All  I  design  to  do  or  say ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 

In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refresh'd  me,  while  I  slept ! 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  ak^VV'^^Ji;*^ 
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HALLE.    7s.    6  lines. 
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1  Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies, 

Christ  the  true,  the  only  light. 
Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise, 

Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night! 
Day-Spring,  from  on  high,  be  near! 
Day-Star,  in  my  heart  appear ! 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  morn 

Unaccompanied  by  Thee; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return, 


Till  Thy  mercy's  beams  I  see ; 
Till  they  inward  light  impart. 
Cheer  mj'  eyes  and  warm  n:y  heart. 

3  Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine, 

Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief  I 
Fill  me.  Radiancy  Divine, 
Scatter  all  my  unbelief! 
More  and  more  Thyself  display. 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 
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1  Forth  in  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  we  go, 
Our  daily  labor  to  pursue ; 
Thee,  only  Thee,  resolved  to  know, 
In  all  we  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 

2  Still  would  we  bear  Thy  easy  yoke, 
And  ev'ry  moment  watch  and  pray 


Would  still  to  things  eternal  look, 
And  hasten  to  Thy  glorious  day. 

3  For  Thee  alone  we  would  employ  [given; 
Whate'er   Thy  bounteous   grace   hath 
Would  tread  our  course  with  even  joy, 
AXi^  c\Qt&^Vj  '^Q.lk  with  Thee  to  heaven. 


EVENING  HYMNS. 
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1  Now  the  shades  of  night  are  gone, 
Now  the  morning  li^ht  is  come; 
Lord,  may  we  be  Thine  to-day, 
Drive  the  shades  of  sin  away. 


2  Fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  light, 
Banish  doubt  and  cleanse  our  sight ; 
In  thy  service,  Lord,  to  day, 
Help  us  labor,  help  us  pray. 


3  Keep  our  haughty  passions  Wund ; 
Save  us  from  our  foes  around ; 
Going  out  and  coming  in. 
Keep  us  safe  from  ev'ry  sin. 


4  When  our  work  of  life  Is  past, 
Oh,  receive  us  all  at  last  I 
Night  of  sin  will  be  no  more. 
When  we  reach  the  heavenly  shore. 
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EVENING  HYMNS. 


EVENING  HYMN.    L.  M. 


T.  TALUS. 


Glory  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light; 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me.  King  of  kings, 
Under  Thine  own  almighty  wings. 

Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ills  that  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  1  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 


Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
With  joy  behold  the  judgment-day. 

Lord,  let  my  soul  for  ever  share 
The  bliss  of  Thy  paternal  care ; 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  above. 
To  see  Thy  face  and  sing  Thy  love. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host, 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


MIDDLETON.     8s,  7s.     D.     English  melody. 

Fine. 


Saviour,  breathe  an  ev'ning  blessing, 

P>e  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  conie  confessing. 

Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst  heal 
Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 

Though  the  arrow  near  us  fly, 
Anffel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us. 

We  are. safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 


Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee; 
Thou  art  He  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  Thy  people  be; 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb. 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 

C\a.d  m  light  and  deathless  bloom. 
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1  Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on  ; 

Thus  far  His  power  prolongs  my  days ; 
•   And  ev'ry  ev'ning  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  His  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 

And  I.  perhaps,  am  near  my  home; 
But  He  forgives  my  follies  past, 
And  strength  supplies  for  days  to  come. 


3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 

Peace  is  the  pillow  of  my  head : 
His  ever-watchful  eye  will  keep 
Its  constant  guard  around  my  bed. 

4  Faith  in  His  name  forbids  my  fear; 

Oh,  may  Thy  presence  ne'er  depart! 
And  in  the  morning  may  I  bear 
Thy  loving-kindness  on  my  heart ! 


BRADEN.    S.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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The  day  is  paet  and  gone. 
The  ev'ning  shades  appear. 

Oh,  may  I  ever  keep  in  mind 
The  liight  of  death  draws  near. 

Lord,  keep  me  safe  this  night. 
Secure  from  all  my  fears ; 

May  angels  guard  me  while  I  sleep. 
Till  morning  light  appears. 
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3  And  when  I  early  rise, 

To  view  th'  unwearied  sun. 
May  I  set  out  to  win  the  prize, 
And  after  glory  run. 

4  That  when  my  days  are  past, 

And  I  from  time  remove, 
Lord,  I  may  in  Thy  bosom  rest^ 
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1  For  the  mercies  of  the  day, 
For  this  rest  upon  our  way. 
Thanks  to  Thee  alone  be  given, 
Lord  of  earth  and  King  of  heaven  I 

2  Cold  our  services  have  been, 
Mingled  every  prayer  with  sin ; 
But  Thou  canst  and  wilt  forgive ; 
By  Thy  grace  alone  we  live. 


3  While  this  thorny  path  we  tread. 
May  Thy  love  our  footsteps  lead ; 
When  our  journey  here  is  past, 
May  we  rest  with  Thee  at  last. 

4  Let  these  earth Ij'  Sabbaths  prove 
Foretastes  of  our  joys  above ; 
While  their  steps  Thy  children  bend 
To  the  rest  which  knows  no  end. 


SWANWICK.    CM. 


1  Now,  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts 

Let  incense-flames  arise; 
Assist  us,  Lord,  to  offer  up 
Our  ev'nihg  sacrifice. 

2  Awake,  our  love,  awake  our  joy ; 

Awake,  our  hearts  and  tongue: 
Sleep  not  when  mercies  loudly  call, 
Break  forth  into  a  song. 


3  Minutes  and  mercies  multiplied 

Have  made  up  all  this  day ; 
Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 
More  fleet  and  free  than  they. 

4  New  time,  new  favors,  and  new  joys, 

Do  a  new  song  require; 
Till  we  shall  praise  Thee  as  we  would, 
Accept  our  heart's  desire. 
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1  Inspirer  and  Hearer  of  prayer, 

Tnou  Shepherd  and  Guardian  of  Thine 
My  all  to  Thy  covenant  care 
I,  sleeping  or  waking,  resign. 

2  If  Thou  art  my  Shield  and  my  Sun, 

The  night  is  no  darkness  to  me; 
And  fast  as  my  minutes  roll  on, 
They  bring  me  but  nearer  to  Thee. 

3  A  sovereign  Protector  I  have. 

Unseen,  yet  forever  at  hand ; 
Unchangeably  faithful  to  save, 
Almighty  to  rule  and  command. 

4  His  smiles  and  His  comforts  abound. 

His  grace,  as  the  dew,  shall  descend ; 
And  walls  of  salvation  surround 
The  soul  He  delights  to  defend. 
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EVENING  HYMN.    L.  M. 


T.  TALLIS. 
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Great  God !  to  Thee  my  evening  song 
With  hurable  gratitude  I  raise : 

Oh,  let  Thy  mercy  tune  my  tongue, 
And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

Mj*"  days,  unclouded  as  they  pass, 
And  ev'ry  onward  rolling  hour. 

Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace, 
And  witness  to  Thy  love  and  power. 

And  yet  this  thoughtless,  wretched  heart. 
Too  oft  regardless  of  Thy  love, 
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Ungrateful,  can  from  Thee  depart, 
And  from  the  path  of  duty  rove. 

4  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 

Of  Christ,  ray  Lord ;  His  name  alone 
I  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God, 
And  kind  acceptance  at  Thy  throne. 

5  With  hope  in  Him  mine  eyelids  close, 

With  sleep  refresh  my  feeble  frame; 
Safe  in  Thy  care  may  I  repose. 
And  wa^e  with  praises  to  Thy  name. 


MANOAH.    CM. 


G.  ROSSINI. 


1  Great  Sov'reign,  let  mine  evening  song 

Like  holy  incense  rise ! 
Assist  the  oflf'rings  of  my  tongue 
To  reach  the  lofty  skies. 

2  Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 

Thy  hand  was  still  my  guard. 
And  still  to  drive  my  wants  away 
Thy  mercies  stood  prepared. 

3  Perpetual  blessings  from  above 

Encompoaa^d  me  around, 
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But,  oh  I  how  few  returns  of  love 
Hath  my  Creator  found. 

What  have  I  done  for  Him  that  died 
To  save  my  wretched  soul? 

How  are  my  follies  multiplied, 
Fast  as  my  minutes  roll ! 

Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine 

To  Thy  dear  cross  t  flee. 
And  to  Thy  grace  my  soul  resign, 

To  \>^  T«i\«^'  d  by  Thee. 


EVENING  HYMNS. 

BRADEN.    S.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  The  day,  0  I^ord,  is  spent; 

Abide  with  us,  and  rest ; 
Our  hearts'  desires  are  fully  bent 
On  making  Thee  our  guest 

2  We  have  not  reached  that  land, 

That  happy  land,  as  yet, 


Where  holy  angels  round  Thee  stand. 
Whose  sun  can  never  set. 

3  Our  sun  is  sinking  now ; 
Our  day  is  almost  o'er  ; 
O  Sun  of  Righteousness,  do  Thou 
Shine  on  us  evermore. 


GOODWELL.    8s,  7s.        l.  o.  emerson. 


Hear  my  prayer,  0  Heavenly  Father, 
Ere  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep ; 

Bid  Thy  angels,  pure  and  holy, 
Round  my  bed  their  vigil  keep. 

Great  my  sins  are,  but  Thy  mercy 
Far  outweighs  them  ev'ry  one ; 

Down  before  Thy  cross  I  cast  them, 
Trusting  in  Thy  help  alone. 

Keep  me,  through  this  night  of  peril, 
Underneath  its  boundless  shade ; 


Take  me  to  Thy  rest,  I  pray  Thee, 
When  my  pilgrimage  is  made  I 

None  shall  measure  out  Thy  patience 
Bj'  the  span  of  human  thought ; 

None  shall  bound  the  tender  mercies 
Which  Thy  Holy  Son  hath  wrought. 

Pardon  all  my  past  transgressions ; 

Give  me  strength  for  days  to  come ; 
Guide  and  gaard  me  with  Thy  blfisa&sss^^^ 
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HURSLEY.    L.  M. 
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1  Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near ; 
Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise, 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

2  When  soft  the  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought — how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 
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8  Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Be  near  to  bless  me  when  I  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  my  way  I  take; 
Abide  with  me  till  in  Thy  love 
I  lose  myself  in  heaven  above. 


HOLLEY.    7s. 
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1  Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away ; 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free, 
Lord,  I  would  commune  with  Thee. 

2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 

Nought  escapes  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity, 
Open  fnult,  and  secret  sin. 
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3  Thou  who,  sinless,  yet  hast  known 

All  of  man's  infirmity ; 
Then,  from  Thine  eternal  throne, 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye. 

4  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  for  ever  pass  away : 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  me,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  Thee. 


420 


EVENING  HYMNS. 

EVENTIDE.    10s. 


W.  H.  MONK. 


^^^^^^ffm^ff^m 


N^Ptrt^^#^ 


F 


p 


mn^^^^m^^ 


1  Abide  with  me;  fast  falls  the  even-tide; 
The  darkness  deepens:    Lord,  with   me 

abide ! 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee. 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me ! 

2  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word. 
But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples. 

Lord, 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free, 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me. 


I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour; 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's 

power? 

WhoIikeThyself  my  guideandstay  can  be? 

Through  cloud  ana  sunshine,  oh,  abide 

with  me!  r 

[eyes. 

Hold  Thou  Thy  Cross  before  my  closing 

Shine,  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me 

to  the  skies :  [shadows  flee ; 

Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain 

In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me ! 


SEYMOUR.    7s. 


C.  M.  V.  WEBER. 


1  Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  the  holy  Sabbath  day ; 
Gently  as  life's  setting  sun, 
When  the  Christian's  course  is  run. 

2  Peace  is  on  the  world  abroad ; 
*Tis  the  holy  peace  of  God — 
Symbol  of  the  peace  within, 
When  the  spirit  rests  from  sin. 


3  Still  the  Spirit  lingers  near, 
Where  the  evening  worshipper 
Seeks  communion  with  the  skies, 
Pressing  onward  to  the  prize. 

4  Saviour,  may  our  Sabbaths  be 
Days  of  peace  and  joy  in  Thee ; 
Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose. 
Where  the  Sabbath  ne'er  ah&ll  cVqaa.. 
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1  Far  from  the  world,  0  Lord,  I  flee ; 
From  strife  and  tumult  far ; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 
His  most  successfdl  war. 


2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade, 
With  prayer  and  praise  agree ; 
And  seem  by  Thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  Thee. 


3  Then  if  Thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul 
And  grace  her  mean  abode, 
Oh,  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love 
Does  she  commune  with  God ! 


4  There,  like  the  nightingale,  she  pours 
Her  solitary  lays ; 
Nor  asks  a  witness  of  her  song. 
Nor  thirsts  for  human  praise. 


PRIVATE  DEVOTION. 
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1  Oh,  mean  may  seem  this  house  of  clay 
Yet  'twas  the  Lord's  abode ; 
Our  feet  may  mourn  this  thorny  way, 
Yet  here  Immanuel  trod. 


2  This  fleshy  fobe  the  Lord  did  wear, 
This  watch  the  Lord  did  keep. 
These  burdens  sore  the  Lord  did  bear, 
These  tears  the  Lord  did  weep. 


3  This  world  the  Master  overcame, 
This  death  the  Lord  did  die ; 
O  vanquish 'd  world  !  0  glorious  shame  I 
0  hallow'd  agony ! 


4  0  vale  of  tears,  no  longer  sad, 
Wherein  the  Lord  did  dwell ; 
O  holy  robe  of  flesh,  that  clad 
Our  own  Immanuel ! 


5  Our  very  frailty  brings  us  near 
Unto  the  Lord  of  lieaven ; 
To  eVery  grief,  to  every  tear,- 
Such  glory  strange  is  given. 
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EVENING  HYMN.    L.  M. 


T.  TALUS. 


Glory  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light; 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me.  King  of  kings, 
Under  Thine  own  almighty  wings. 

Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ills  that  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  1  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 


Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
With  joy  behold  the  judgment-day. 

Lord,  let  my  soul  for  ever  share 
The  bliss  of  Thy  paternal  care ; 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  above. 
To  see  Thy  face  and  sing  Thy  love. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host, 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


MIDDLETON.     8s,  7s.     D.     English  melody. 

Fine. 
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Saviour,  breathe  an  ev'ning  blessing. 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  conie  confessing, 

Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst  heal 
Though  destruction  walk  around  us. 

Though  the  arrow  near  us  fly, 
jLn.firel -guards  from  Thee  surround  us. 

We  are. safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 


Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee; 
Thou  art  He  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  Thv  people  be; 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertakeos, 

And  our  couch  become  our  torab, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 


414 


i\i»i 


EVENING  HYMNS. 

HEBRON.    L.  M. 


L.  MASON. 


m 


^lii^ 


1=*=^ 


i^ 


i-J- 


zt^Ea 


S^^-=^ 


^^ 


;j 


^ 


^aL._,_^_^. 


-t- 


^-.-#— 


J: 


li 


:f_=f:.-trf=q^: 


:^=::*: 


i 


p^"fT=T 


t=t 


f 


f 


r— r 


J—l 


1  Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on  ; 

Thus  far  His  power  prolongs  my  days ; 
•   And  ev'ry  ev'ning  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  His  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 

And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home; 
But  He  forgives  my  follies  past, 
And  strength  supplies  for  days  to  come. 


3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 

Peace  is  the  pillow  of  my  head : 
His  ever-watchful  eye  will  keep 
Its  constant  guard  around  my  bed. 

4  Faith  in  His  name  forbids  my  fear; 

Oh,  may  Thy  presence  ne'er  depart  I 
And  in  the  morning  may  I  bear 
Thy  loving-kindness  on  my  heart! 


BRADEN.    S.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  The  day  is  past  and  gone. 

The  ev'ning  shades  appear. 
Oh,  may  I  ever  keep  in  mind 
The  night  of  death  draws  near. 

2  Lord,  keep  me  safe  this  night, 

Secure  from  all  my  fears ; 
May  angels  guard  me  while  I  sleep. 
Till  morning  light  appears. 
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3  And  when  I  early  rise, 

To  view  th'  unwearied  sun, 
May  I  set  ourt  to  win  the  prize, 
And  after  glory  run. 

4  That  when  my  days  are  past, 

And  I  from  time  remove, 
Lord,  I  may  in  Thy  bosom  rest, 
The  bosom  ot  TNtj  \aN^. 


SPECIAL  OCCASIONS. 

AMERICA.    6s,  43. 


HANDEL. 
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My  country,  'tis  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing ; 
Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride. 
From  ev'ry  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring. 

My  native  country,  thee — 
Land  of  the  noble,  free — 

Thy  name  I  love. 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  dnd  templed  hills ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 


3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze. 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song : 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break- 

The  sound  prolong. 

4  Our  fathers'  God,  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty. 

To  Thee  we  sing ; 


426 


Long  may  our  land  be  bright, 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might. 
Great  God,  our  King. 


God  bless  our  native  land ! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand. 

Through  storm  and  nighfc; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  wind  and  wave. 
Do  Thou  our  country  save 

By  Thy  great  might. 


For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God,  above  the  skies ; 

On  Him  we  wait : 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchfttl  eye, 
To  Thee  aloud  we  cry, 

God  save  the  State! 
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1  Dread  Jehovah !  God  of  nations ! 

From  Thy  temple  in  the  skies 

Hftar  Thy  people's  supplications ; 

Now  for  their  deliv'rance  rise. 

2  Though  our  sins,  our  hearts  confoandiag, 

Long  and  loud  for  vengeance  call, 
Thou  hast  mercy  more  abounding ; 
Jesus'  blood  can  cleanse  them  all. 


3  Let  that  love  veil  our  transgression. 

Let  that  blood  our  guilt  efface ; 
Save  Thy  people  from  oppression, 
Save  from  spoil  Thy  holy  place. 

4  Lo !  with  deep  contrition  turning, 

Humbly  at  Thy  feet  we  bend ; 
Hear  us,  fasting,  praying,  mourning, 
Hear  us,  spare  us,  ana  defend. 


ROTHWELL.    L.  M. 


W.  TANSUR. 


1  Lord,  let  Thy  goodness  lead  our  land. 
Still  saved  by  Thine  almighty  hand. 
The  tribute  of  its  love  to  bring 

To  Thee,  our  Saviour,  and  our  King. 

2  Let  ev*ry  sacred  temple  raise 
Triumpnant  songs  of  holy  praise ; 
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Let  ev'iy  peaceful,  private  home 
A  temple,  Lord,  to  Thee  become 

3  Still  be  it  our  supreme  delight 
To  walk  as  in  Thy  glorious  sight; 

.  Still  in  Thy  precepts  and  Thy  fear, 
Till  life's  last  hour,  to  persevere. 


SPECIAL  OCCASIONS. 

HARWICH.    H.  M. 
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1  Sing  hallelujah  !  sing 

Glory  to  God  alone ; 
Bring  your  oblations,  bring 

Thank-offerings  to  the  throne; 
Take  words  of  joj',  of  comfort  take, 
Awake  to  love,  to  life  awake. 


2  The  Lord  put  forth  His  hand, 

He  touched  us,  and  we  died  ; 
Vengeance  went  through  the  land, 

But  raercy  walk'd  beside ; 
He  heard  our  prayers.  He  saw  our  tears. 
And  stay'd  the  plague,and  quelFd  our  fears. 


3  What  shall  we  give  to  Thee? 

O  Thou,  whdse  purer  eyes 
Behold  iniquity 

In  man's  best  sacrifice? 
Ourselves  we  give,  but  rest  our  claim 
On  Christ,  and  know  none  other  name. 
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1  For  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  grace, 
Constant  through  another  year, 
Hear  our  song  of  thankfuhiess ; 
Jesus,  our  Redeemer,  hear. 


2  In  our  weakness  and  distress, 

Rock  of  strength,  be  Thou  our  stay ; 
In  the  pathless  wilderness 
Be  our  true  and  living  way. 


8  Who  of  us  death's  awfbl  road 
In  the  coming  year  shall  tread. 


With  Thy  rod  and  staff,  0  God, 
Comfort  Thou  his  dying  bed. 


4  Make  us  faithful,  make  us  pure, 
Keep  us  evermore  Thine  own ; 
Help  Thy  servants  to  endure, 
Fit  us  for  Thy  promised  crown. 


6  So  within  Thy  palace  gate 

We  shall  praise,  on  golden  strings, 
Thee  the  only  Potentate, 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings. 
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While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 

Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 

Never  more  to  meet  as  here ; 
Fix'd  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  beloW, 
We  a  little  longer  wait. 

But  how  little  none  can  know. 


2  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 
Speedily  the  mark  to  find ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 
Darts  and  leaves  no  trace  behind ; 


Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 
Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream; 

Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise; 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 


Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive, 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  eternity  in  view : 
Bless  Thy  word  to  young  and  old; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
And  wlien  life's  short  tale  is  told, 

May  we  dwell  with  Thee  above. 
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.  God !  we  sing  that  mighty  hand, 
hich  supported  still  we  stand, 
jp'ning  year  Thy  mercy  shows — 
lercy  crown  it  till  it  close. 


ly,  at  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
W'e  are  guarded  by  our  God ; 
is  incessant  bounty  fed, 
A  unerring  counsel  led. 


grateful  hearts  the  past  we  own ; 
iiture,  all  to  us  unknown, 
)  Thy  guardian  care  commit, 
peaceful,  leave  before  Thy  feet. 


jnes  exalted  or  depress'd, 
lou  our  joy,  and  Thou  our  rest ; 
joodness  all  our  hopes  shall  raise, 
3d  through  all  our  changing  days. 


1  death  shall  interrupt  our  songs, 
seal  in  silence  mortal  tongues, 
lelper,  God,  In  whom  we  trust, 
tter  worlds  our  souls  shall  boast. 


God  of  our  lives !  Thy  constant  care 
With  blessings  crowns  each  op'ning  year; 
These  lives,  so  frail,  dost  Thou  prolong. 
And  wake  anew  our  annual  song. 


2  How  many  precious  souls  are  fled 
To  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 
Since,  from^  this  day,  the  changing  sun 
Through  his  last  yearly  course  has  run ! 


8  We  yet  survive,  but  who  can  say, 
Or  through  the  year,  or  month,  or  day, 
I  shall  retain  my  vital  breath. 
Thus  far,  at  least,  in  league  with  death  ? 


4  That  breath  is  Thine,  eternal  God  I 
'Tis  Thine  to  fix  the  soul's  abode : 
We  hold  our  lives  from  Thee  alone. 
On  earth,  or  in  the  world  unknown. 


5  To  Thee  we  all  our  powers  resign ; 
Make  us  and  own  us  still  as  Thine : 
Then  shall  we  smile,  secure  from  fear. 
Though  death  aho\3ld\i\»al\K<i^^\xw%^^a3L, 
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1  Come,  let  us  anew 
Our  journey  pursue, 
lloll  round  with  the  year, 

And  never  stand  still  till  the  Master  appear; 
His  adorable  will 
Let  us  gladly  fulfil. 
And  our  talents  improve 

By  the  patience  of  hope,  and  the  labor  of  love. 


2  Our  life  is  a  dream ; 
Our  time,  as  a  stream, 
Glides  swiftly  away, 
And  the  fugitive  moment  refuses  to  stAy '. 


The  arrow  is  flown— 
The  moment  is  gone— 
The  millennial  year 
Hushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's  here. 

8  Oh,  that  each  in  the  day 
Of  His  coming  man  say — 
"  I  have  fought  my  Way  through— 
I  have  finish'd  the  work  which  Thou  gav'st 
me  to  do ! " 
Oh,  that  each,  A*om  his  Lord, 
Mav  receive  the  glad  word — 
"  Well  and  faithfully  done! 
Enter  into  my  joy,  and  sit  down  on  my 
throne  I " 
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1  Eternal  Source  of  every  joy ! 

Well  may  Thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  Thy  temple  we  appear 
To  hail  Thee  Sovereign  of  the  year. 

2  Wide  as  the  wheely  of  nature  roll, 

Thy  hand  supports  and  guides  the  whole  I 
The  sun  is  taught  by  Thee  to  rise, 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

3  The  flow*ry  spring,  at  Thy  command, 
Perfumes  the  air  and  paints  the  laud ; 


The  summer  rays  with  vigor  shine, 
To  raise  the  corn  and  cheer  the  vine. 


4  Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and  dayt 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise; 
And  be  the  grateful  homage  paid, 
With  morning  light  and  ev'ning  shade. 

6  Here  in  Thy  house  let  incense  rise, 
And  circling  sabbaths  bless  our  eyes, 
Till  to  those  lofty  heights  we  soar, 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 
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SPECIAL  OCCASIONS. 


VIOLA.    7s.    6  lines. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 

Fine. 


1  Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days , 
Bounteous  Source  of  ev'ry  joy, 

liCt  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ ; 
All  to  Thee,  our  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow. 

2  All  the  blessings  of  ther fields, 
All  the  stores  the  garden  yields, 
Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain, 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripen'd  grain — 
Lord,  for  Thee  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 


3  Clouds  that  drop  their  fattening  dews, 
Suns  that  genial  warmth  diffuse, 
All  the  plenty  summer  pours. 
Autumn's  rich  o'erflowing  stores; 
All  to  Thee,  our  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow. 

4  Peace,  prosperity,  and  health. 
Private  bliss  ancl  public  wealth. 
Knowledge,  with  its  gladdening  streams, 
Pure  religion's  holier  beams — 

Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 
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1  Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of  love. 

How  rich  Thy  bounties  are ; 
The  changing  seasons,  as  they  move. 
Proclaim  Thy  constant  care. 

2  When  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth, 

The  sower  hid  the  grain, 
Thy  goodness  mark'd  its  secret  birth. 
And  sent  the  early  rain.  [Th 

8  The  spring's  sweet  influence,  Lord, 
The  plants  in  beauty  grew, 


me, 
was 


Thou  gav'st  refulgent  suns  to  shine. 

And  soft  refreshing  dew. 
These  varied  mercies,  from  above. 

Matured  the  swelling  grain  : 
A  kindly  harvest  crowns  Thy  love, 

And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 
We  own  and  bless  Thy  gracious  sway; 

Thy  hand  all  nature  hails : 
Seed-time  nor  harvest,  night  nor  dayi 

Svimmer  «or  winter  fai&. 
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1  When  brighter  suns  and  milder  skies 
Proclaim  the  op'ning  year, 
What  various  sounds  of  joy  arise  I 
What  prospects  bright  appear  I 


2  Earth  and  her  thousand  voices  give 
Their  thousand  notes  of  praise  • 
And  all  that  by  His  mercy  live, 
To  Ood  their  offering  raise. 


3  Thus,  like  the  morning,  calm  and  clear, 
That  saw  the  Saviour  rise, 
The  spring  of  heaven's  eternal  year 
Shall  dawn  on  earth  and  skies. 


4  No  winter  there,  no  shades  of  nighti 
Obscure  those  mansions  blest, 
Where,  in  the  happy  fields  of  light. 
The  weary  are  at  rest. 
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Come,  ve  thankful  people,  come, 
Raise  the  sotig  of  Harvest  Home ! 
All  is  safely  gather'd  in, 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin  : 
God  our  Maker  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied : 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Kaise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home  I 


We  ourselvea  are  God's  own  field, 
Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield  : 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  Joy  or  sorrow  grown  : 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
Then  the  full  corn  shall  appear ; 
Orant,  O  Harvest- Lord,  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be\ 


3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  His  harvest  home: 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  offences  purge  away  : 
Give  His  angels  charge^  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  His  gamer  evermore. 


Then,  thou  Church  Triumphant,  co 

Raise  the  scmg  of  Harvest  Home  I 

All  are  safely  gather'd  in. 

Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin : 

There  forever  purified, 

In  God's  garner  to  abide : 

Come,  ten  thousand  apgels,  come« 

'BLah&e  \.\i«  ^otVQ>3&  Harvest  Home  I 
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1  We  come,  O  Lord,  befbre  Thy  throne, 
And,  with  united  plea, 
We  meet  and  pray  for  those  who  roam 
Far  ofif  upon  tile  sea. 


2  Oh.  may  the  Holy  Spirit  bow 
The  sailor's  heart  to  Thee, 
Till  tears  of  deep  repentance  flow 
Like  rain-drops  on  the  sea. 


3  Then  may  a  Saviour's  dying  love 
Pour  peace  into  his  breast. 
And  waft  him  to  the  port  aboye, 
Of  everlasting  rest. 
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1  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 

Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  tlie  tomb ; 
The  Saviour  has  pass'd  through  its  portals  before  thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide  through  the  gloom. 

2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  we  no  longer  behold  thee, 

Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  side ; 
But  the  wide  arras  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee, 
And  sinners  may  hope  since  the  Saviour  hath  died. 

3  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  and,  its  mansion  forsaking, 

Perchance  thy  weak  spirit  in  doubt  linger'd  long ; 
But  the  sunshine  of  heaven  beamM  bright  on  thy  waking. 
And  the  sound  thou  didst  hear  was  the  seraphim's  song. 

4  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 

Since  God  was  thy  Ransom,  thy  Guardian,  thy  Guide; 
He  gave  thee,  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore  thee ; 
Aiid  death  has  no  sting  since  the  Saviour  hath  died. 


DEATH  AND  BURIAL. 

PEACEFULLY  SLEEP.    L.  M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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Peacefully  sleep,  peacefully  sleep,  Sleep  till  the  morning,  pcaceful-ly  sleep. 
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1  Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb, 

Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust. 
And  give  these  sacred  relics  room. 
To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust. 

2  Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear 

Invades  thy  bounds — no  mortal  woes 
Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here. 
While  angels  watch  his  soft  repose. 

3  So  Jesus  slept,  God's  dying  Son 

Pass'd  through  the  grave,  and  bless'd  the  bed ; 
Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  His  throne 
The  morning  break,  and  pierce  the  shade. 

4  Break  from  His  throne,  illustrious  mom, 

Attend,  0  earth,  His  sovereign  word ; 
Restore  thy  trust— a  glorious  form 
Shall  then  arise  to  meet  the  Lord. 
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MOUNT  VERNON.    8s,  7s. 
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1  Jesus,  while  our  hearts  are  bleeding 
O'er  the  spoils  that  death  has  won, 
We  would  at  this  solemn  meeting, 
Calmly  say — Thy  will  be  done. 


2  Though  cast  down,  we're  not  forsaken, 
Though  afflicted,  not  alone ; 
Thou  didst  give,  and  Thou  hast  taken  ; 
Blessed  Lord — Thy  will  be  done. 


3  Though  to-day  we're  filled  with  mourning, 
Mercy  still  is  on  the  throne; 
With  Thy  smiles  of  love  returning. 
We  can  sing — Thy  will  be  done. 


4  By  Thy  hands  the  boon  was  given, 
Thoii  hast  taken  but  Thine  own : 
Lord  of  earth,  and  God  of  heaven, 
Evermore — Thy  will  be  done. 


44D 


i 


.  5r' 


M^ 


DEATH  AND  BUEIAL. 

RESIGNATION,    lis. 


W.  MASON. 
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1  The  things  of  the  earth  in  the  earth  let  us  lay, 
The  ashes  with  ashes,  the  dust  with  the  clay; 
But  lift  up  the  heart,  and  the  eye,  and  the  love, 
Oh,  lift  up  the  soul  to  the  regions  above. 

2  Since  He,  the  Immortal,  hath  entered  the  gate, 
So,  too,  shall  we  mortals,  or  sooner  or  late ; 

Then  stand  we  on  Christ ;  let  us  mark  Him  ascend, 
For  His  is  the  glory  and  life  without  end. 

3  On  earth  with  His  own  ones,  the  Giver  of  good, 
Bestowing  His  blessing,  a  little  while  stood : 
Now  nothing  can  part  us,  nor  distance,  nor  foes, 
For  lo!  He  is  with  us,  and  who  can  oppose? 

• 

4  So,  Lord,  we  commit  this  our  brother  to  Thee, 
Whose  body  is  dead,  but  whose  spirit  is  free ; 

We  know  that  through  grace,  when  our  life  here  is  done. 
We  live  still  in  Thee,  and  forever  in  one. 

5  All  glory  to  Thee,  Father,  Spirit,  and  Son, 
Who  three  art  in  person,  in  substance  but  one. 
In  whom  we  have  victory  over  the  grave. 
Who  lovest  Thy  people  to  pardon  and  save. 
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DEATH  AND  BURIAL. 

CHINA.    CM. 


T.  SWAN. 


Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends  ? 

Or  shake  at  death's  alarms? 
'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends 

To  call  them  to  His  arms. 
Are  we  not  tending  upward  too, 

As  fast  as  time  can  move? 
Nor  would  we  wish  the  hours  more  slow 

To  keep  us  from  our  love. 
Why  should,  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 
There  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay, 

His  light  dispell'd  its  gloom. 


The  graves  of  all  His  saints  He  blest, 

And  soften 'd  ev'ry  bed ; 
Where  should  the  dying  members  rest, 

But  with  the  dying  Head? 

5  Thence  He  arose,  ascending  high, 

And  show'd  our  feet  the  way ; 
Up  to  tlie  Lord  our  flesh  shall  fly 
At  the  great  rising-day. 

6  Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound, 

And  bid  our  kindred  rise ; 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground; 
Ye  saints,  ascend  the  skies. 


ORIEL.    L.M. 


W.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  Why  should  we  weep  for  those  who  die, 

Those  blessed  ones  who  weep  no  more 
Jesus  hath  call'd  them  to  the  sky, 
And  gladly  have  they  gone  before. 

2  A  few  short  days  they  linger'd  here, 

Th'  appointed  span  of  trial  knew; 
Dropped — early  dropp'd  the  parting  tear, 
And  early  now  have  parted  too.  " 
8  Up,  up,  in  swift  ascent,  they  rise, 
Star  after  star  of  Hying  light  I 


Why  should  we  mourn  that  midnight  sk 

Become  with  added  glories  bright? 
I  Far  in  the  distant  heavens  they  shine, 

But  still  with  borrowed  lustre  glow; 
Saviour,  the  beams  are  only  Thine, 

Of  saints  above,  or  saints  below. 
)  For  them  no  bitter  tear  we  shed — 

Their  night  of  pain  and  grief  is  o' 
But  weep  our  lonely  path  to  tread, 

AA\d  see  the  forms  we  loved,  no  mo: 
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REST.    L.  M. 
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1  Asleep  in  Jesns !  blessed  sleep. 

From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturb'd  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet, 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ; 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  Death  has  lost  his  venom^d  sting ! 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest : 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be : 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 

And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 

5  Asleep  in  Jesus !  time  nor  space 
Affects  this  precious  hiding-place : 
On  Indian  plains  or  Lapland  snows 
Believers  find  the  same  repose. 

6  Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 

Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be: 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 
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REPOSE.    7,  8,  7,  8, 7,  7. 
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1  Gentle  Shepherd.  Thou  hast  still'd 
Now  Thy  little  lamb's  long  weeping ; 
Ah,  how  peaceful,  pale,  and  mild, 
In  its  narrow  bed  'tis  sleeping! 
And  no  sigh  of  anguish  sore 
Heaves  that  little  bosom  more. 


2  In  this  world  of  care  and  pain, 

Lord,  Thou  wouldst  no  longer  leave  it; 
To  the  sunny,  heavenly  plain 

Dost  Thou  now  in  joy  receive  it. 
Clothed  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 
Now  it  dwells  with  Thee  in  light. 

3  Ah,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  that  we 

Where  it  lives  may  soon  be  living, 
And  the  lovely  pastures  see 

That  its  heavenly  food  are  giving. 
Then  the  gain  of  death  we'll  prove. 
Though  Thou  take  what  most  we  love. 
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Hark !  a  voice  divides  the  sky ; 

Happy  are  the  faitliful  dead, 
In  the  Lord  who  sweetly  die ; 

They  from  all  their  toil«  are  freed. 
Them'the  Spirit  hath  declared 

Blest,  unutterably  blest; 
Jesus  is  their  great  reward, 

Jesus  is  their  endless  rest. 
Follow'd  by  their  works,  they  go 

Where  their  Head  had  gone  before; 


\  #  . — ' ^1 # 


Reconciled  by  grace  below, 

Grace  hath  open'd  mercy's  door. 
4  Justified  through  faith  alone, 

Here  they  knew  their  sins  forgiven ; 
Here  they  laid  their  burden  down, 

Hdllow'd  and  made  meet  for  heaven. 
6  When  from  flesh  the  spirit  freed 

Hastens  homeward  to  return, 
Mortals  cry,  "  A  man  is  dead ! " 

Angels  sing,  "A  child  is  born  ! " 


CLYMER.    S.  M. 


G.  F.  ROOT. 


1  O  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 

Hign-Priest  of  things  to  come, 
Who  didst  in  grace  Thy  servant  keep, 
And  take  him  sweetly  home : 

2  Accept  our  song  of  praise 

For  all  his  holy  care, 
His  zeal  unquench'd,  thro*  length  of  days, 
The  trials  that  he  bare. 
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On  all  our  Pastors  poUT 

The  Spirit  of  Thy  grace ; 
That  as  ne  won  the  palm  of  yore, 

So  may  they  run  tneir  race : 
That,  when  this  life  is  done. 

They  may  with  him  adore 
The  ever-blessed  Three  in  One 

In  bliss  for  evermox^. 
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1  What  sinners  value,  I  resign  : 

Lord  I  *tis  enough  that  Thou  art  mine 
I  shall  behold  Thy  blissful  face, 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life's  a  dream;  an  empty  show ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere; 
When  shall  I  wake  and  find  me  there? 


8  0  glorious  hour!  O  blest  abode  I 
I  shall  be  near  and  like  my  God ; 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound ; 
Then  burst  the  chains  with  sweet  surprise, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 


MORAVIAN.    CM 


L.  O.  EMEKSON. 
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Through  sorrow's  night  and  danger's 

Amid  the  deep'ning  gloom, 
We  soldiers  of  an  injured  King 

Are  marching  to  the  tomb. 
There,  when  the  turmoil  is  no  more, 

Ana  all  our  powers  decay, 
Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 

Shall  sleep  the  yeai;^  away. 
Our  labors  done,  securely  laid 

In  this  our  last  retreat. 
Unheeded  o'er  our  silent  dust 
The  storms  of  life  shall  beat. 


path, 


4  Yet  not  thus  lifeless,  thus  inane. 
The  vital  spark  shall  lie. 

For  o'er  life's  wreck  that  spark  shall  ri 
To  seek  its  kindred  sky. 

5  These  ashes,  too,  this  little  dust, 
Our  Father's  care  shall  keep. 

Till  the  last  angel  rise,  and  break 
The  long  and  dreary  sleep. 

6  Then  love's  soft  dew  o'er  every  eye 
Shall  shed  its  mildest  rays, 

And  the  long  silent  dust  shall  burst 
'W\t\i  a\io\ita  of  endless  praise. 
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1  Lo !  He  comes  with  clonds  descending, 

Once  for  favor'd  sinners  slain ; 
Thousand,  thousand  saints  attending, 
Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train  : 

Hallelujah, 
Jesus  now  shall  ever  reign ! 

2  Ev'ry  eye  shall  now  behold  Him 

Robed  in  dreadful  majesty ; 
Those  who  set  at  noujjht  arid  sold  Him, 
Pierced  and  nail'd  Hira  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  great  Messiah  see ! 

3  Ev'ry  island,  sea,  and  mountain, 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away  \ 
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All  who  hate  Him  must,  confounded, 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day : 

Come  to  judgment ! 
Come  to  judgment !  come  away ! 

Now  redemption,  long  expected 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear! 

All  His  saints  by  man  rejected. 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air! 

Hallelujah  I 
See  the  day  of  God  appear ! 

Yea !  amen  !  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  exalted  throne; 

Saviour !  take  the  power  and  glory ; 
Claim  the  kingdoms  for  Thine  own  I 

Oh.  come  quickly ! 
Hallelujah !  come^  Lord^  compel 
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1  The  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day, 
When  neaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away- 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay  ? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day? 

2  When,  shriv'ling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll, 
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And  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread. 
Resounds  the  trump  that  wakes  the  dead? 

Oh,  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day, 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 
Be  Thou,  O  Christ,  the  sinner's  stay. 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 


BOYLSTON.    S.  M 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead, 

Before  whose  bar  severe. 
With  holy  joy,  or  guilty  dread, 
We  all  shall  soon  appear: 

2  Our  anxious  souls  prepare 

For  that  tremendous  day ; 
And  fill  us  now  with  watchful  care, 
And  stir  us  up  to  pray : 

3  To  prayj  and  wait  the  hour. 

That  awful  hour  unknown, 


When,  robed  in  majesty  and  power, 
Thou  shalt  from  heaven  come  down. 

Oh,  may  we  all  be  found 

Obedient  to  Thy  word — 
Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound, 

And  looking  for  our  Lord  1 

Oh,  may  we  all  insure 

A  home  among  the  blest; 
And  watch  a  moment,  to  secure 

Aja.  cvetlaatm^  rest  I 
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L.  MASON. 


4—4. 


«=5r 


— — »- 


la- 


w^m 


I 


J 


i 


i 


t5^ 


'  1 


S:  :£: 


I 


fei 


c=^: 


I 


f 


T^ 


ESE 


I 


i 


Thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shall 


•me, 

Thy  ransom'd  i)eople  home, 

I  among  them  st&nd? 

ch  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 

metimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

md  at  Thy  right  hand? 

)  meet  among  them  now, 

i'hy  gracious  feet  to  bow, 

jh  vilest  of  them  all ; 

\  I  bear  the  piercing  thought? 
my  name  should  be  left  out, 
Thou  for  them  shalt  oall  ? 


Prevent  it,  Lord,  by  Thy  rich  grace ; 
Be  thou  my  soul's  sure  hiding-place, 

In  this,  th'  accepted  day ; 
Thy  pard'ning  voice,  oh,  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear; 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 
Let  me  among  thy  saints  be  found, 
Whene'er   the   archangel's    trump 
sound, 

And  see  Thy  smiling  face : 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  I'll  sing, 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  to  sov'reign  grace. 
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vill  the  Judge  descend  ? 
i  must  the  dead  arise, 
lot  a  single  soul  escape 
all-discerning  eyes? 
will  my  heart  endure 
!  terrors  of  that  day, 
i  earth  and  heaven  before  His  face 
onish'd  shrink  away? 
re  that  trumpet  shakes 
!  mansions  of  the  dead, 
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Hark,  from  the  gospel's  gentle  voice 

What  joyful  tidings  spread? 
Ye  sinners,  seek  His  grace. 

Whose  wrath  ye  cannot  bear  ; 
Fly  to  the  shelter  of  His  fross. 

And  find  salvation  there. 
So  shall  that  curse  remove, 

By  which  the  Saviour  bled ; 
And  the  last  awful  day  shall  pour 

His  blessing  oiv  ^ovxx  \v^^. 


JUDGMENT. 

BREST.    8s,  7s,  4s. 


L.  MASON. 
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1  Day  of  judgment — day  of  wonders, 
Hark  !  the  trumpet's  awful  sound, 
Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders, 
Shakes  the  vast  creation  round ! 

How  the  summons 
Will  the  sinners  heart  confound  I 


2  See  the  Judge  our  nature  wearing, 
Clothed  in  majesty  divine! 
Ye  who  lone  for  His  appearing, 
Then  shall  say,  **  This  God  is  mine ! " 

Gracious  Saviour ! 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  Thine  1 


3  At  His  call  the  dead  awaken, 
Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 
All  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 
By  His  looks,  prepare  to  flee : 

Careless  sinner ! 
What  will  then  become  of  thee? 


4  But  to  those  who  liave  confessed, 
Loved,  and  served  the  Lord  below, 
He  will  say,  *'  Come  near,  ye  blessed! 
See  the  kingdom  I  bestow ! 

You  forever 
Shall  my  love -and  glory  know." 
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1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 


2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never- with' ring  flowers: 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 


3  Sweet  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 
Stand  dress'd  in  living  green : 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  roU'd  between. 


4  But  tim'rous  mortals  start  and  shrink 
Ta  cross  this  narrow  sea ; 
And  linger,  shiv'ring,  on  the  brink. 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 


5  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 
Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  view  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes ! 


6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
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1  High  in  yonder  realms  of  light 
Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above, 
Far  beyond  our  feeble  sight,  • 

Happy  in  Imiuanuers  love  I 


2  Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears, 
Once  they  knew,  like  lis  below, 
Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears. 
Torturing  pain,  and  heavy  woe. 


3  But.  these  days  of  weeping  o'er. 
Past  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain, 
They  shall  feel  distress  no  more, 
JV^erer— never  weep  again. 


4  'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 
'Mid  th'  angelic  lyres  above, 
Hark— their  songs  melodious  rise. 
Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus'  love ! 


6  Happy  spirits  !  ye  are  fled 

Where  no  grief  can  entrance  find: 
LuU'd  to  rest  the  aching  head, 
Sooth'd  the  anguish  of  the  mind. 

6  Ev'ry  tear  is  wiped  away — 

Sighs  no  more  shall  heave  the  breast; 
Night  is  lost  in  endless  day — 
Sorrow— in  eternal  rest. 
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1  There  is  an  hour  of  hallow'd  peace 
For  those  with  care  oppress'd. 
When  sighs  and  sorrowing  tears  shall  cease, 
And  all  be  hush'd  to  rest. 


2  'Tis  then  the  soul  is  freed  from  fears, 

And  doubts  that  here  annoy : 
Then  they  that  oft  had  sown  in  tears 
Shall  reap  again  in  joy. 

3  There  is  a  home  of  sweet  repose, 

Where  storms  assail  no  more; 
The  stream  of  endless  pleasure  flows 
On  that  celestial  shore : 


4  There  purity  with  love  appears. 
And  bliss' without  alloy ; 
There  they  that  oft  had  sown  in  tears 
Shall  reap  eternal  joy. 
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1  There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest, 

To  mourning  wand'rera  given  ; 
There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distress' d, 
A  balm  for  ev'ry  wounded  breast — 

'Tis  found  above — in  heaven. 

2  There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls, 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven  ; 
When  toss'd  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals, 
Where  storms  arise  and  ocean  rolls, 

And  all  is  drear — but  heaven. 


3  There  faith  lifts  up  her  cheerful  eye, 

To  brighter  prospects  given ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by. 
The  ev'ning  shadows  quickly  fly. 

And  all  serene — in  heaven. 

4  There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 

And  joys  supreme  are  given ; 
There  joys  divine  disperse  the  gloom ; 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 

Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 


MERTON.    C.  M. 


H.  K.  OLIVER. 


Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven !  farewell 
*  With  all  your  feeble  light  ; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon. 

Pale  empress  of  the  night! 
And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  array'd ! 
My  soul,  which  springs  beyond  thy  sphere, 

No  more  demands  thine  aid. 
Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  divine  abode, 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenlj'  courts 

Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 


The  Father  of  eternal  light 

Shall  there  His  beams  display ; 
Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 

With  that  unvaried  day. 
No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes ; 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amidst  those  brighter  skies. 
There  all  the  millions  of  His  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite. 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  share 

Witlimauite  delight. 
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1  Not  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 
The  tempest,  fire,  and  smoke, 

^  Nor  to  the  thunder  of  that  word, 
Which  God  on  Sinai  spoke  : 


2  But  we  are  come  to  Zion's  hill, 
The  city  of  our  God, 
'Where  milder  words  declare  His  will, 
And  spread  His  love  abroad. 


3  Behold  th'  innumerable  host 
Of  angels,  clothed  in  light ! 


Behold  the  spirits  of  the  just, 
Whose  faith  is  turn'd  to  sight ! 


4  Behold  the  blest  assembly  there, 
Whose  names  are  writ  in  heaven  I 
And  God,  the  Judge  of  all,  declare 
Their  num'rous  sins  forgiven. 


5  In  such  society  as  this 

My  weary  soul  would  rest  I 
The  man  that  dwells  where  Jesus  is, 
Must  be  forever  bleat. 
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1  Come,  Lord,  and  warm  each  languid  heart, 

Inspire  each  lifeless  tongue ; 
And  let  the  joys  of  heaven  impart 
Their  influence  to  our  song. 

2  Sorrow,  and  pain,  and  ev'ry  care, 

And  discord  there  shall' ceaae; 
And  perfect  joy  and  love  sincere 
Adorn  the  realms  of  peace. 

3  The  soul,  from  sin  forever  free, 

Shall  mourn  its  power  no  more ; 
But,  clothed  in  spotless  purity, 
Redeeming  love  adore. 

4  There  on  a  thVone,  how  dazzling  bright 

Th*  exalted  Saviour  shines, 
And  beams  ineffable  delight 
On  all  the  heavenly  minds. 

5  There  shall  the  foll'wers  of  the  Lamb 

Join  in  immortal  songs, 
And  endless  honors  to  His  name 
Employ  their  tuneful  tongues. 

6  Lord,  tune  our  hearts  to  praise  and  love, 

Our  feeble  notes  inspire ; 
Till,  in  Thy  blissful  courts  above, 
We  join  th'  angelic  choia. 
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1  From  this  world's  joys  and  senseless  mirth, 
Oh,  come,  my  soul !  in  haste  retire  • 
Assume  the  grandeur  of  thy  birth, 
And  to  thy  native  heaven  aspire. 


2  -Tis  heaven  alone  can  make  thee  blest, 
Can  every  wish  and  want  supply ; 
Thy  joy,  thy  crown,  thine  endless  rest. 
Are  all  above  the  lofty  sky. 


3  Eternal  mansions !  bright  array! 

Oh,blestexchange!  transporting  thought! 


Free  from  th'  approaches  of  decay, 
Or  the  least  shadow  of  a  spot. 

4  There  shall  mortality  no  more 
Its  wide  extended  empire  boast, 
Forgotten  all  its  dreadful  power, 
In  life's  unbounded  ocean  lost. 


5  There  dwells  the  sov'reign  Lord  of  all, 
The  God  that  all  the  worlds  adore; 
With  whom  is  bliss  that  cannot  pall, 
And  joys  that  last  for  evermore. 
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1  'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature  complaints, 
How  sweet  to  my  soul  is  communion  witli  saints, 
To  find  at  the  banquet  of  mercy  there's  room, 
And  feel  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  at  home ! 

Home !  home !  sweet,  sweet  home ! 

Prepare  me;  dear  Saviour,  for  glory  my  home. 

2  Sweet  bonds,  that  unite  all  the  children  of  peace! 
And  thrice  precious  Jesus,  whose  love  cannot  cease ! 
Though  oft  from  Thy  presence  in  sadness  I  roam, 

I  long  to  behold  Thee,  in  glory  at  home. 
Home,  etc. 

3  I  sigh  from  this  body, of  sin  to  be  free, 

Which  hinders  my  joy  and  communion  with  Thee; 
Though  now  my  temptations  like  billows  may  foam, 
All,  all  will  be  peace,  when  I'm  with  Thee  at  home. 
Home,  etc. 

4  While  here  in  the  valley  of  conflict  I  stay, 

Ob,  give  me  submission  and  strength  as  my  day; 
In  all  my  afflictions  to  Thee  would  I  come. 
Rejoicing  in  hope  of  my  glorious  home. 
Home,  etc. 

5  Whate'er  Thou  deniest,  oh,  give  me  Thy  grace, 
The  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of  Thy  face; 
Indulge  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  Thy  throne, 
And  find  even  now  a  sweet  foretaste  of  home. 

Home,  etc. 

6  I  long,  dearest  Lord,  in  thy  beauties  to  shine, 
No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine, 

And  in  Thy  dear  image  arise  from  the  tomb, 
With  glorified  millions  to  praise  Thee  at  home. 
Home,  etc. 
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1  Who  are  these  in  bright  array, 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Round  the  altar  night  and  day, 

Tuning  their  triumphant  song? 
**  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,  once  slain, 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  power. 
Wisdom,  riches,  to  obtain 

New  dominion  ev'ry  hour.' 


»> 


2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod ; 

These  from  great  afflictions  came;. 
Now,  before  the  throne  of  God, 
Seal'd  with  His  eternal  name. 


Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 
Victor  palms  in  every  hand, 

Through  their  great  Redeemer's  might, 
More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 


3  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed : 
Them  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead. 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs ; 

Perfect  love  dispels  their  fears ; 
And  forever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wupe  away  their  tears. 
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1  Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 
Nearer  the  throne  than  cherubs  stand ; 
With  glory  crown 'd,  in  white  array, 
My  wond'ring  soul  says,  "  Who  are  they  ?  " 


2  These  are  the  saints,  beloved  of  God — 
Wash'd  are  their  robes  in  Jesus'  blood; 
More  spotless  than  the  purest  white, 
They  shine  in  uncreatea  light. 


3  Brighter  than  angels,  lo!  they  shine; 
Their  glories  great,  and  all  divine ; 
Tell  me  their  origin,  and  say 
Their  order  what,  and  whence  came  they? 


4  Through  tribulation  great  they  came, 
They  bore  the  cross  and  scom'd  the  shame; 
Within  the  living  temple  blest, 
In  God  they  dwell,  and  on  Him  rest. 


5  Unknown  to  mortal  ears  they  sing 
The  sacred  glories  of  their  King ; 
Tell  me  the  subject  of  their  lays. 
And  whence  their  loud  exalted  praise? 


6  Jesus,  the  Saviour,  is  their  theme ; 
They  sing  the  wonders  of  His  name: 
To  Him  ascribing  power  and  grace, 
"DorcvVmoiv  axvd  eternal  praise. 
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1  Friend  after  friend  departs ; 

Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 

That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  final  rest, 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest. 


2  Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 
Beyond  the  reign  of  death, 
There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath, 
Nor  life's  affections,  transient  fire, 
Whose  sparks  fly  upward  and  expire. 


3  There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown  ; 
A  long  eternity  of  love 

Form'd  for  the  good  alone; 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  glorious  sphere. 


4  Thus  star  by  star  declines, 

Till  all  are  pass'd  awav ; 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day ; 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night, 
But  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light. 

461 


ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 

UNITY.    6s,  5s. 


L.  MASON. 


p^^^fe^^j^^^ 


^^^tES^^nrrtf^ 


D»   ^   t:   S     ^     t:   t:   t:   f: 


t=i 


t^     P   t-  f  f  _ 

-f 1 — I 1 4 1 1 


When  shall  we  meet  again  ?— 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever? 
When  will  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  forever? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows, 
In  this  dark  vale  of  woes— 

Never — no,  never  I 


When  shall  love  freely  flow 

Pure  as  life's  river? 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow 

Changeless  forever? 
Where  joys  celestial  thrill, 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill, 
-And  fears  of  parting  chill 
Never — no,  never  I 


3  Up  to  that  world  of  light, 
Take  us,  dear  Saviour ; 
May  we  all  there  unite, 

Happy  forever : 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
There  may  our  music  swell, 
And  time  our  joys  dispel 
Never — no,  never ! 


Soon  shall  we  meet  again — 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever ; 
Soon  will  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  forever ; 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose 
Secure  from  worldly  woes ; 
Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close 

Never^no,  never ! 
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1  We  speak  of  tlie  realtns  of  the  blest, 
That  country  so  bright  and  so  fair, 
And  oft  are  its  glories  confess'd  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 


2  We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold, 
Its  walls  deck'd  with  jewels  so  rare, 
Its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 


8  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care, 
From  trials  without  and  within ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 


4  We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 

The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 
The  Church  of  the  First-born  above; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 


6  Do  Thou,  Lord,  'mid  sorrow  and  woe, 
Still  for  heaven  my  spirit  prepare. 
And  shortly  I  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 
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1  A  few  more  years  shall  roll, 

A  few  more  seasons  come ; 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest, 

Asleep  within  the  tomb : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  great  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away  1 

2  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 

On  this  wild,  rocky  shore ; 
And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 

And  surges  swell  no  more: 
Then,  0  my  liOrd,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  calm  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

3  A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more : 


Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  blest  day : 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away  I 

A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 

Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way ; 
And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 

Th'  eternal  Sabbath-day : 
Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  sweet  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood. 

And  take  my  sins  away  I 

'Tis  but  a  little  while 

And  He  shall  come  again. 
Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  with  Him  may  reign  : 
Then,  0  ray  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  glad  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

kxv^  Xa^Lft  YQ.^  alna  away  I 
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SOON  AND  FOREVER. 
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- 1  Soon  and  forever  the  breaking  of  day 

Shall  chase  all  the  night-clouds  of  sorrow  away ; 

Soon  and  forever  we'll  see  as  we're  seen, 

And  know  the  deep  meaning  of  things  that  have  been— 

Where  fightings  without,  and  where  conflicts  within 

Shall  weary  no  more  in  the  warfare  with  sin — 

Where  tears,  and  where  fears,  and  where  death  shall  be  never, 

Christians  with  Christ  shall  be  soon  and  forever 

2  Soon  and  forever— such  promise  our  trust^ — 
Though  ashes  to  ashes  and  dust  be  to  dust, 
Soon  and  forever  our  union  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious  Redeemer,  in  Thee ; 
When  the  cares  and  the  sorrows  of  time  shall  be  o'er 
Its  pangs  and  its  partings  remember'd  no  more, 
Where  life  cannot  fail  and  where  death  cannot  sever, 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be  soon  and  forever. 

8  Soon  and  forever  the  work  shall  be  done, 
The  warfare  accomplished,  the  victory  won ; 
Soon  and  forever  the  soldier  lay  down 
The  sword  for  a  harp,  the  cross  for  a  crown : 
Then  droop  not  in  sorrow,  despond  not  in  fear, 
A  glorious  to-morrow  is  brightening  and  near, 
When — blessed  reward  for  each  faithful  endeavor- 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be  aootv  w\diat«H«t. 
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FOREVER  WITH  THE  LORD.    S.  M.    D. 

I.  B.  WOODBURY. 
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Nearer  home,  nearer  home,  A  day's  march  nearer  home. 
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ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 


Forever  with  the  Lord ! 

Amen  !  so  let  it  be ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 

'Tia  immortality. 

2  Here  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  ray  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  My  Father's  house  on  high, 

Home  of  my  soul !  how  near 
At  times  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye 
The  golden  gates  appear ! 

4  Ah,  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  I  love. 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above! 


5  Forever  with  the  Lord ! 
Father,  it  is  Thy  will. 
The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 
E'en  here  to  me  fulfil. 


6  Knowing  as  I  am  known, 
How  shall  I  love  that  word 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne 
"  Forever  with  the  Lord ! " 
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HOME.    S.  M. 


L.  O.  EMERSON. 
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1  I  have  a  home  above, 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free ; 
A  mansion  which  eternal  love 
Design'd  and  form'd  for  me. 

2  My  Saviour's  precious  blood 

Has  made  my  title  sure ; 
He  pass'd  through  death's  dark  raging  flood 
To  make  ray  rest  secure. 


3  The  Comforter  is  come, 

The  earnest  has  been  given , 
He  leads  me  onward  to  the  home 
Reserved  for  me  in  heaven. 


4  Loved  ones  are  gone  before, 
Whose  pilgrim  days  are  done ; 
I  soon  shall  greet  them  on  that  shore 
Where  partings  are  unknown. 
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ETEKNITY— HEAVEN. 

CHOPIN.    CM. 


I.  B.  WOODBURY. 
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1  Jerusalem !  my  happy  home! 
Name  ever  dear  to  me ! 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
In  joy  and  peace  and  Thee? 


2  When  shall  these  eyes  Thy  heaven-built 

And  pearly  gates  behold  ?  [walls 

Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 

And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 


3  Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 
Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend, 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 
And  Sabbaths  have  no  end? 


4  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 
Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know : 


Blest  seats !  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you. 


5  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe? 
Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 


6  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there. 
Around  my  Saviour  stand ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 


7  Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home ! 
My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  Thy  joys  shall  sett. 
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HADDAM.    H.M. 
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1  Jerusalem  on  high 

My  song  and  city  is, 
My  home  whene'er  I  die, 
The  centre  of  my  bhss  j 
Oh,  happy  place! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face? 

2  There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  King, 

Judged  here  unfit  to  live; 


There  angels  to  Him  sing, 
And  lowly  homage  give : 
Oh,  happy  placQ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  faceT 

3  The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease ; 
The  prophets  there  behold 
Their  longed-for  Prince  of  Peace: 


470 


ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 


Oh,  happy  plaee ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 

To  see  Thy  face? 

4  The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  might  with  joy  behold, 
The  harpers  I  might  hear 
Harping  on  harps  of  gold : 
Oh,  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face? 

3  The  bleeding  martyrs,  they 

Within  these  courts  are  found, 


Clothed  in  pure  array. 
Their  scars  with  glory  crown'd; 
Oh,  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face? 


Ah  me !  ah  me !  that  I 

In  Kedar's  tents  here  stay  ; 
No  place  like  that  on  high ; 
Lord,  thither  guide  my  way : 
Oh,  happy  place! 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face? 
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DISMISSIONS  AND  DOXOLOGIES. 
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1  Almighty  God,  Thy  word  is  cast 

Like  seed  upon  the  ground ; 
Oh,  let  the  dew  of  heaven  descend, 
And  shed  its  influence  round. 

2  Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  and  man 

This  holy  seed  remove ; 
May  it  take  root  in  ev'ry  heart. 
And  grow  in  faith  and  love  I 


3  Let  not  this  life's  deceitful  cares. 

Nor  worldly  wealth  and  joy, 
Nor  scorching  beam,  nor  stormy  blast, 
The  rising  plant  destroy. 

4  Where'er  the  word  of  life  is  sown, 

A  large  increase  bestow. 
That  all  who  hear  Thy  message.  Lord, 
Its  saving  power  may  know. 
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DISMISSIONS. 

SESSIONS.       L.  M.  L.  O.  EMERSON. 
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1  Ere  to  the  world  again  we  go, 
Its  pleasures,  cares,  and  idle  show, 
Thy  grace,  once  more,  0  God,  we  crave. 
From  folly  and  from  sin  to  save. 


2  May  the  great  truths  we  here  have  heard, 
The  lessons  of  Thy  holy  word — 
Dwell  in  our  inmost  bosoms  deep, 
And  ail  our  souls  from  error  keep. 


3  Oh,  may  the  influence  of  this  day, 
Long  as  our  memory  with  us  stay, 
And  as  a  constant  guardian  prove, 
To  guide  us  to  our  home  above. 
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DISMISSIONS. 

GREENVILLE.    8s,  7s-    D.    j.  j.  rousseau. 
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1  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing- 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 
Let  us  each.  Thy  love  possessing, 
"Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  ; 

Oh,  refresh  us ! 
Trav'ling  through  this  wilderness. 


2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 
For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 


In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound 

May  Thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 


3  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given, 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away. 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven. 
Glad  to  leave  our  cumbrous  clay, 

May  we,  ready, 
Rise  and  reign  in  endless  day ! 
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1  God  of  our  salvation,  hear  us  ; 
Bless,  oh,  bless  us,  ere  we  go  I 
When  we  join  the  world,  be  near  us, 
Lest  we  cold  and  careless  grow  : 

Saviour,  keep  us — 
Keep  us  safe  from  every  foe. 


2  As  our  steps  are  drawing  nearer 
To  our  best  and  lasting  home, 
May  our  view  of  heaven  grow  clearer, 
Hope  more  bright  of  joys  to  come, 

And,  when  dymg, 
May  Thy  presence  cheer  the  gloom. 
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1  Once  more,  before  we  part, 

Great  God,  attend  our  prayer, 
And  seal  the  gospel  on  the  heart 
Of  sUl  assembled  here. 


2  And  if  we  meet  no  more 
On  Zion's  holy  ground, 
Oh,  may  we  reach  that  blissful  shore 
Whither  Thy  saints  are  bound. 


OLD  HUNDRED.    L.  M. 


G.  FRANC. 


^^ 


* 


J—H-i^ 


/i\  I 


I    I    r'l    ' 


M=3* 


± 


m 


^ 


^ 


PFjtjit^-i=g^Hp 


i--^-M.-4??^ 


W" 


1  Cliristians  and  brethren  !  ere  we  part, 
Join  ev'ry  voice  and  ev'ry  heart ; 
One  solemn  hymn  to  God  we'll  raise, 
One  final  song  of  grateful  praise. 

2  Christians !  we  here  may  meet  no  more, 
But  there  is  yet  a  happier  shore; 


And  there,  released  from  toil  and  pain, 
Dear  brethren,  we  shall  meet  again. 

3  Now  to  our  God,  the  Three  in  One, 
Be  everlasting  glory  done : 
Raise  ye.  His  saints,  the  sound  again. 
Ye  nations,  join  the  loud  Amen. 
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WORTHING.    8s,  7s.       J  a.  p.  schultz. 
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1  May  the  grace  of  Christ,  our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
'  With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 
Rest  upon  lis  from  above. 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  In  union  . 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  connot  afford. 
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DISMISSIONS. 

SOLITUDE.    78. 
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1  Now  may  He,  who  from  the  dead, 
Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  l^lng  and  Head, 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep  I 


2  May  He  teach  us  to  fulfil 

What  is  pleasing  in  His  sight ; 
Perfect  us  m  all  His  will, 
And  preserve  us  day  and  night  I 


3  Great  Redeemer !  Thee  we  praise, 

Who  the  cov'nant  seal'd  with  blood; 
While  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
Loud  thanksgivings  unto  God. 
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1  While  we  lowly  bow  before  The(», 
Wilt  Thou,  gracious  Saviour,  heaf  ? 
We  are  poor  and  needy  sinners, 
Full  of  doubt  and  full  of  fear ; 

Gracious  Saviour, 
Make  us  humble  and  sincere. 


2  Fill  us  with  Thy  Holy  Spirit; 
Sanctify  us  by  Thy  grace ; 
Oh,  incline  us  more  to  love  Thee, 
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And  in  dust  our  souls  abase* 

Hear  us,  Saviour, 
And  unveil  Thy  glorious  face. 


3  None  in  vain  did  ever  ask  Thee 
For  the  Spirit  of  Thy  love : 
Hear  us  then,  dear  Saviour,  hear  us, 
Grant  and  answer  from  above ; 

Blessed  Saviour, 
Hear,  and  answer  from  above. 
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1  Lord,  at  this  closing  hoar, 
Establish  every  heart 
Upon  Thy  word  of  truth  and  power, 
To  keep  us  when  we  part. 


2  Peace  to  ou»  brethren  ^ive ; 
Fill  all  our  hearts  with  love ; 
In  faith  and  patience  may  we  live. 
And  seek  our  rest  above. 


8  Through  changes,  bright  or  drear, 
We  would  thy  will  pursue ; 
And  toil  to  spread  Thy  kingdom  here, 
Till  we  its  glory  view. 


4  To  God,  the  only  wise, 
In  every  age  adored, 
Let  glory  from  the  church  arise, 
Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord ! 


ABO 


orolojiss* 
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L.  M 


To  God  the  Father,  Grod  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  honor,  praise,  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven. 


L.  M 


Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


e 


CM. 


Now  let  the  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  be  adored, 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  Him  known, 

Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord. 


CM 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore. 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore! 


S.  M 


Ye  angels  round  the  throne. 
And  saints  that  dwell  below, 

Worship  the  Father,  praise  the  Son, 
And  bless  the  Spirit  too. 


S.  M 


To  God  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  forever  be. 
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L.  P.  M. 


Now  to  the  great  and  sacred  Three, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Eternal  praise  and  glory  given — 
Through  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  known. 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne. 

And  all  the  saints  in  earth  and  heayen. 


c  M.  D, 


The  God  of  mercy  be  adored. 

Who  calls  our  souls  from  death, 
Who  saves  by  His  redeeming  word 

And  new-creating  breath : 
To  praise  the  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  all  divine— 
The  One  in  Three  and  Three  in  One, 

Let  saints  and  angels  join. 


c  p.  M. 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Be  praise  amid  the  heavenly  host, 

And  in  the  church  below : 
From  whom  all  creatures  draw  their  breath, 
By  whom  redemption  bless'd  the  earth, 

From  whom  all  comforts  flow. 


H.M 


To  God  the  Father's  throne, 
Your  highest  honors  raise; 
Glory  to  God  the  Son — 
To  God,  the  Spirit,  praise: 
With  all  our  powers. 
Eternal  King! 
Thy  name  we  sing, 
W^hile  faith  adores. 
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7s. 


Sing  we  to  oor  God  above, 
Praise  eternal  as  His  love ; 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  heavenly  host^ 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


8s  &  7s. 


Praise  the  God  of  all  creation; 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love: 
Praise  the  Lamb,  onr  expiation, 

Priest  and  King  enthroned  above : 
Praise  the  Fountain  of  salvation, 

Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live ; 
Undivided  adomtion 

To  the  one  Jehovah  give. 


8s,  7s  &  4s. 


Great  Jehovah  f  we  adore  Thee, 
God  the  Father — God  the  Son — 

God  the  Spirit — joined  in  glory, 
On  the  same  eternal  throne ; 

Endless  praises 
To  Jehovah,  Three  in  One. 


7s  &  6s. 


All  ye  who  grace  inherit. 

The  God  of  grace  adore ! 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

Give  praise  for  evermore ! 
Of  mercies  here,  the  treasure 

Demands  our  praise  and  love ; 
And  praise  shall  be  our  pleasure 

Before  His  throne  above. 


7s  &  6s. 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 
From  earth  let  praise  arise  I 

Ye  angels,  as  ye  hear  it. 
Prolong  it  through  the  skies ! 


6s  &  4s. 


To  God— the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit — Three  in  One, 

All  praise  be  given ! 
Crown  Him  in  ev'ry  song ; 
To  Him  your  hearts  belong ; 
Let  all  His  praise  prolong, 

On  earth,  in  heaven. 


4a^ 
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fThe  figures  indicate  the  number  of  tlie  Hymns  > 

Abiding  of  Christ  with  believerSj  528,  530,  532. 

ActivUy,  Christian,  428-433,  450. 

Adoption^  445. 

Advent  of  Christ,  110-114,  229-234. 

Affliction,  462-464,  363,  365,  385,  386,  389,  441,  443. 

Angels,  167,  472. 

Ascension  of  Christ,  243-245. 

Ashamed  of  Christ,  174,  384. 

Assurance,  380,  383,  589. 

Atonement,  125-141. 

Backsliding,  420-423,  459-461. 
Baptism,  of  Children,  258-260,  505. 

of  Adults,  256,  257. 
Benevolence,  427,  430. 

Bereavement,  583.     See  ^^Affliction'^  and  "DeatV^ 
Bible,  249-255. 
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INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 

Ble89edn€88f  of  Christ's  kingdxHn.,  193,  213,  214,  216. 

of  obedience,  439,  440. 

of  piety,  204,  338,  389,  396-400,  441-446. 

fiiture,  anticipated,  380,  447,  448,  468-470,  474,  476. 
Bremly  of  IJfc,  285,  287,  296,  297.    . 
Burica,  554-563. 

Call,  Go^el,  270-297. 

Carey  320,  347-349,  374,  375,  377,  378,  381,  382. 

Change  of  heart,  323,  324,  350-354. 

CharUyy  333,  427,  430. 

Children,  496-507. 

Choice,  of  the  Christian,  209-212,  408-417. 

Christ,  advent  of,  110-114,  229-234. 

divine  and  hnman,  103-105. 

teaching-  of,  115. 

miracles  of;  123, 124. 

Bufferings  and  death,  125-134,  235^238. 

resurrection  of,  239-242,  140. 

ascension  of,  243-245. 

exalted    in   heaven   and    on   earth,   105,    149,   150,   152,    160-162, 
165,  167. 

Mediator,  114,  134,  135,  139, 142-148. 

intercession  of,  142-148. 

his  offices,  107. 

High  Priest,  109,  144,  145. 

Redeemer  of  mankind,  114,  127-132,  134-141. 

Light  of  the  world,  173,  516,  372. 

the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life,  106. 

our  Righteousness,  319,  321. 

Hiding  place,  141,  322. 

the  Sun  of  Righteousness,  173,  516. 

sympathizing,  109. 

a  Friend,  108. 

a  Pattern,  116-122. 

our  Rest,  381. 

Christ  precious,  404,  405, 175-178. 

love  to,  175-178,  404,  405. 

unseen  but  loved,  391.  * 
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INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 

Christ,  praise  to,  149-178,  95,  97,  112-114. 
needed,  382. 

abiding  with  as,  528,  530,  532. 
Christians^  their  life  and  experience,  325-480L 
Churehj  her  foundation,  191, 192. 

her  privileges  and  glory,  193. 
her  unity  and  peace,  203,  204. 
her  ministry,  195-201. 
love  for,  202. 
enduring,  194. 
afflicted,  226. 

revival  of,  prayer  for,  205-207, 
prayer  for  laborers  in,  222. 
final  triumph  of,  224,  225,  227,  228. 
Comforter,  188, 189.    See  Holtf  Spirit. 
Communion,  with  God,  390-395,  398,  402,  403,  406,  407. 
with  Christ,  396,  397,  399-40L 
of  saints,  434-438. 
at  the  Lord's  table,  261-269. 
Compassion  of  Christ,  134, 166,  169. 
Condescension  of  Christ,  134. 
Conferences  and  Synods,  201,  202. 
Confession  of  Sin,  318,  418-423. 
Confidence,  in  God,  360-371,  375,  377,  380. 

in  Christ,  358,  372-374,  378,  383,  384. 
in  Providence,  356,  357,  374,  379. 
Confirmation,  209-212. 
Conflicts  of  the  Christian  Life,  454-458. 
Conscience,  442. 

Consecration,  of  churches.    See  Dedication, 
Self-consecration,  79,  408-417. 
Consolation,  367,  368,  371-373,  375-382. 
Constancy,  453,  463. 
Contrition,  298-308. 

Conversion,  99,  301,  305,  323,  335,  350,  352-354 
Conviction,  298-308. 

Courage  of  Christians,  79-«5,  361,  362,  363,  369,  371,  375,  370,  377,  383, 
388,  389. 


Creation,  68-70. 
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Cross,  of  Christ,  127,  133. 

taking  up,  or  bearing  the,  345,  424. 
O-ucifixiony  of  Christ,  127-132. 

of  Christians  to  the  world,  401,  415-417,  424. 

Day  of  Grace,  280,  285,  288,  290,  295-297. 
Death,  554-563. 

of  a  child,  561. 

of  a  minister,  563. 

of  a  friend,  554,  558. 

anticipation  of,  465-480. 
DeceitfUlness  of  Sin,  91. 
Declension,  Spiritual,  459-461. 
Dedication  of  Churches,  488-492. 
Delay  of  Repentance,  283,  285,  287,  290,  291,  295,  297. 
Delight  in  Worshipy  46-54. 
Dependence,  358,  364,  376,  377,  382. 
Depravity,  88-92. 
Despondency,  367,  371,  373. 
Dovht,  367,  372,  377. 

Early  Piety,  291,  497,  498,  ^01,  507. 

Education,  497. 

Election,  of  Pastors  or  Church  Officers,  202. 

Eternity,  572-587. 

EucTiarist,    See  Lord^s  Supper, 

Evening  Hymns,  in  general,  519-522,  524-532. 

of  Lord's  Day,  523,  533. 
Exaltation  of  Christ,  105,  149,  150, 152, 160, 161,  162,  105, 167. 
Example,  of  Christ,  116-121,  336. 

of  Christian,  351,  369. 
Expostulations,  288,  289. 

Faith,  justification  by,  309-322. 

in  God,  356,  361,  362,  366-368,  371,  875,  376,  377,  379,  383,  387, 

388,  389. 
in  Christ,  309-315,  317,  319-322,  358,  364,  365,  372,  373,  378,  381, 

382,  384. 
in  ProvidencG^  356,  357,  374,  377. 
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INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 

I'aith,  in  the  promises,  363. 

power  of,  359,  360,  372. 
overcoming  the  world,  359,  370. 

blessedness  of,  316,  319,  320,  360,  368,  370,  372,  374,  375,  383. 
prayer  for,  357. 
FaUhfulness,  351,  390,  428,  429. 
Family,  504-506. 
Fasting,  418,  540. 
Fellowship.    See  Communion. 
Following  Christ,  424-427,  116-121. 
Fin-hearanee,  336,  337, 118, 119. 
Forgiveness,  of  sin,  298-304,  306,  310,-322,  418,  420,  421,  422. 

of  offences,  118, 119. 
FortUude,  Ab^-^SI . 

Fountain,  opened  for  sin,  136,  273,  278,  281,  290. 
Frailty  of  man,  287,  294,  296,  475,  476. 
Freedom,  in  Christ,  137,  335. 
Friend,  Christ  a,  108. 
Friendship,  Christian,  434-438. 
Fruits  of  the  SpirU,  love,  332,  333. 

joy  and  peace,  334,  335. 
meekness  and  humility,  116-119,  336-338. 
hope,  339-343. 

patience  and  resignation,  344-349,  356,  364,  365,  372, 
373,  374,  381. 
Funeral.    See  Burial. 
Future  Punishment,  566-571. 

Gentleness,  336-338,  116-119. 

Gethsemane,  120,  125. 

Glorying  in  the  Cross,  127, 133. 

Crod,  as  Creator  and  Preserver,  praise  to,  1,  6,  8,  68-74. 

eternal  and  unchangeable,  55,  56. 

triune,  63-67. 

omniscient,  57,  58. 

omnipresent,  58. 

almighty,  59,  60,  69. 

holy  and  just,  18 

King,  59. 
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God,  is  love,.  61,  62. 

a  Father,  32,  445. 

Benefactor,  2,  3, 16, 17, 19,  47,  75. 

Redeemer,  12, 13, 14,  95, 113, 114. 

long-suffering,  3. 

wonderful  in  providence,  76-87. 

praise  to,  1-22,  33.  • 

Goodness  of  God,  riches  of,  4,  14,  69. 

in  the  mission  of  Christ,  93-101, 113, 114, 128. 

a  ground  of  trust,  71-87,  356-389. 

praise  for,  1-22. 

Gospel,  the  caU  of,  270-297. 

the  ble^edness  of,  193, 198,  204,  213,  214,  215,  216. 
spread  of,  213-228. 

Grace,  redeeming,  94-98. 

quickening,  93,  94,  99, 100. 

reigning,  89,  90. 

day  of,  280,  285,  288,  290,  295-297. 

free,  270-275,  281,  282. 

inexhaustible,  271,  272. 

in  praise  of,  93-102,  113,  114. 

Graces,  Christian,  prayed  for,  350-353. 

Gratitude,  for  the  atonement,  150-178,  89,  90,  95-98. 

for  mercies,  1-17,  19-22,  50,  51,  69,  74,  75. 

Grave,  554-557,  570,  561. 

Growth  in  Grace,  350,  351,  352,  353,  354,  355,  357,  364,  382,  383,  392,  393, 

397,  398. 

Guardianship  and  Guidance  of  God,  blessedness  of,  356,  361,  362,  363,  374, 

375,  377,  383,  388. 

prayer  for,  86,  185,  347,  348,  358,  376, 

385,  387. 


Happiness,  of  pardon  and  justification,  316,  319,  320,  334,  335. 

of    love    and     trust,    333,    334,    335,    359,    360,    368,    370, 

372,   383. 
of  meekness,  338. 
of  hope,  339-343,  370. 
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Mappineas,  of  fellowship  with  God  and  Christ,  390,  397,  398-401,  405,  406, 

407,  413. 
of  life  in  Christ,  410,  414-417. 
Harvest,  552,  548-550. 
Head  of  Ihe  Church,  105,  149, 150,  152,  160,  161,  162,  165,  166,  167,  213, 

214,  244. 
Heart,  depraved,  88-92. 

renewal  of,  305,  323,  324,  350-354. 
purity  of,  323. 
Heaven,  bliss  of,  573,  590,  581,  582,  585. 
glory  of,  576. 

anticipation  of,  465,  468,  470,  564,  578,  586,  588. 
viewed  as  the  heavenly  Canaan,  572. 
as  resl,  574,  575,  580. 
as  a  reaping,  574. 
as  the  general  assembly,  577. 
as  a  heavenly  home,  589,  590. 
as  the  heavenly  Jerusalem,  590,  591. 
reunion  in,  583,  584. 
satisfying,  579. 

mansions  in,  465,  579,  688,  589. 
soon  and  forever,  587. 
Hell.    See  Future  Punishment, 
Hiding  Place,  Christ  a,  141,  322. 
Holiness,  350-355,  323. 
Holy  Spirit,  179-190,  246-248. 
Divine,  248. 

Spirit  of  Truth,  246,  247. 
inviting,  275. 

enlightening.  180, 185-187. 
striving,  288. 
renewing,  179, 180. 
quickening,  182, 183, 184. 
grieved,  288, 290. 
guidance  of,  185. 
as  Comforter,  188, 189. 
as  the  earnest  of  heaven,  189. 
prayer  for  His  descent,  182, 190. 
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ffappineaSf  fruits  of,  332-348. 
Home^  heaven  as,  580,  589,  590. 
Hope,  339-343. 

in  afflictions,  462,  464. 

in  troubles,  368,  386. 

in  anticipation  of  death,  469,  470,  476. 

God  of  our  hope,  389. 
Humanity  of  Christ,  103, 104, 109,  233. 
Humiliationj  for  a  day  of  public,  418,  540. 
Humility,  336,  337,  338. 

Imitation,  of  Christ,  116-121,  424-427. 

of  the  saints,  436. 
Immortality  of  the  Soul,  564,  565.    See  also  Heaven. 
Incarnation,    See  Humanity  of  Christ, 
Indwelling,  of  Christ,  350. 

of  the  Holy  8pirit,  189. 
Intercession,  of  Christ,  142-148. 

of  Christians,  328,  331. 
Invitations,  of  the  gospel,  271-274,  281,  282,  284,  286. 

of  Christ,  270,  276,  279,  280. 

of  the  Holy  Spirit,  275. 

of  the  Church,  275. 

Jews,  prayer  for,  223. 

Joy,  in  the  mission  of  Christ,  110. 

for  salvation,  102. 

source  of,  335. 

begun  on  earth,  334. 
Jubilee,  Song  of,  214,  215. 

Year  of,  282. 
Judgment,  566-571. 
Justification  by  Faith,  316-322,  309-315. 

Kedron,  126. 

Kingdom  of  Christ,  blessings  of,  213,  216,  220. 

extension  of,  213,  214,  220,  221,  224,  225,  227. 

prayer  for,  218,  219,  220. 
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Lamb  of  God,  135, 136, 137,  172,  303. 
Law^  broken,  88,  89. 

loved  and  kept,  439,  440. 
Liberality,  4SS7,  430. 
Life,  brevity  of,  285,  287,  296,  297. 

object  of,  291,  296,  297,  410,  428,  429.  . 
solemnity  of,  294-297,  287. 
Light,  Christ  the  Light  of  the  world,  516,  173,  372. 
given  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  180, 181, 183-187. 
walking  in  the,  390,  392. 
Likeness  to  God  and  Christ,  116-122,  336,  392,  393,  500. 
Long-sufftnng  of  God,  3,  75,  283,  284,  287,  289,  290. 
Looking  unto  Jesus,  372,  373. 
Lord's  Day,  34-45,  523. 
Lord's  Prayer,  32. 

Lord's  Supper,  261-269, 127-134,  533. 
Love,  of  God,  60,  61,  62,  93-98. 

of  Christ,  108,  112,  114,  127-131,  134,  136,  137,  138,  139,  340, 

350,  401. 
to  God,  334,  335,  393,  398. 

to  Christ,  175,  178,  267,  332,  335,  397,  399,  400,  401,  404,  405,  4ia 
to  Christian  brethren,  434-438, 
to  the  Church,  202. 
Lukewarmness,  182,  459-461,  418. 

Majesty  of  God,  1,  5, 10, 11,  55-61. 
Man,  depravity  of,  88-92. 

frailty  of,  285,  287,  294,  296,  475,  476. 
Mansions  in  Heaven,  465,  579,  588,  589. 
Marriage,  493,  494. 
Means  of  Grace,  249-269. 

Mediatorship  of  Christ,  114, 134,  135, 139, 142-148. 
Meditation,  51,  52,  395,  403. 
Meekness,  336-338. 

Mercy  of  God,  2,  3,  9,  14-16,  20,  62,  65. 
Miracles  of  Christ,  123,  124. 
MiUennium,  152,  213-216,  220,  221, 225,  227,  228. 
Ministers,  blessed  calling  of,  198. 
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Ministers,  solemnity  of  their  work,  197. 

prayer  for,  199,  200. 

prayer  for  more,  222. 

ordination  and  installation  of,  195-197. 
Missions,  213-228. 
Morning,  508-518. 

National  Hymns,  536-542. 

thanksgiving,  536-539. 

humiliation,  418,  539,  540. 
Nature  of  man,  cormpt,  88-92. 
New  Heart,  323,  324,  360-354. 
New  Year,  543-547. 

Obedience,  prompted  hy  faith,  351-355,  361. 

made  easy  hy  love,  333,  374. 

hlessings  of,  408,  439,  440. 
Omnipotence  of  God,  59,  60,  69,  371. 
Omnipresence  of  God,  58. 
Omniscience  of  God,  57,  58. 
Ordination,  195-197. 
Original  Sin,  88-92. 

Pardon,  298-304,  306,  307,  310-322,  418,  420-422. 

Parting  Hymns,  437,  592-601. 

Passion  of  Christ,  125-134,  235-238. 

Patience,  119,  336,  344-349. 

Pattern,  Christ  our,  116-122. 

Peace,  personal,  303,  319,  320,  334,  335,  439,  442. 

national,  537,  541. 

among  hrethren,  434,  438. 
Pentecost,  179-190,  246-248. 
Perseverance,  19,  383,  411,  412,  451,  453,  455. 
Pestilence,  after,  542. 
Pilgrimage  of  Life,  340,  474. 

Portion,  God  the  believer-s,  388,  398,  402,  403,  406-408. 
Praise,  hymns  of  general  praise,  1-27,  33,  34-53,  59-61,  95,  97,  98. 
to  Christ,  149-178. 
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Praise,  to  the  Trinity,  64-67. 

to  the  Holy  Spirit,  180. 
Prayery  325-331. 

PrecUmmess  of  Christy  175-178,  397,  399-401,  404,  405. 
Presence  of  Christy  396,  397,  399,  400. 
Presence  of  Gody  335,  371,  392,  393,  398,  402,  403,  40& 
Pride.    See  Humility, 
Private  Devotion,  534,  535. 

Procrastination,  2.38,  285,  287,  291,  295,  297,  390. 
Progress  of  Christians.    See  Growth  in  Grace. 
Promises,  precious,  363,  375,  377,  396,  441. 
ProvidencCy  71-87. 
Purity,  323,  350-355. 

Bace,  emblem  of  the  Christian  life,  85,  450. 

Beconciliation.    See  Atonement. 

Redeemer,  114,  127-132,  134-141. 

Redemption,  125-141. 

Reformation  Festival,  483,  484. 

Regeneratim,  323,  324,  350-354. 

Religion,  291,  446. 

Renewal.    See  Regeneration. 

Repentance,  298-308. 

Resignation,  76-83,  341-349,  362-389,  462-464. 

Resolutions,  210,  286. 

Rest,  480,  276,  575. 

Resurrection,  of  Christ,  239-242. 

of  men,  476,  557,  558,  564,  565. 
Revival,  205-20C. 
Righteousness,  Christ  onr,  315,  319,  321,  322. 

blessings  of,  439-442,  445-448,  481. 
Rock  of  Ages,  310. 

Sahhath,  34-45,  523. 
Sabbath-School,  hymns  for,  496-503. 
Sacraments.    See  Baptism  and  Lord's  Supper. 
Salvation,  of  grace,  93-102. 

through  Christ,  95,  97,  98, 127-139. 
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Scdvatian,  by  faith,  309-322. 

oflfered  to  all,  270-275,  281,  282. 
joy  for,  102. 
SanctificcUionj  323,  324.    See  also  Holiness. 
Scriptures^  249-255. 
Seameriy  72,  81,  553. 
SeasonSy  548-551. 

spring,  551. 
summer,  548. 
antiimn,  549,  550. 
Second  Coming  of  Christy  566-571. 
Security  of  Christians y  411,  440-448. 
SeJf-conseeration,  408-417. 
Self'denialy  292,  345,  456. 
Self-examinationy  451,  452,  456,  459,  460. 
SJ^epherdy  God  a,  73,  74. 

Christ  a,  99,  498. 
Sickness.    See  Affliction. 
Siny  orignal,  88-92; 

overcome  by  grace,  89,  90. 

deceitfulness  of,  91,  92. 

conviction  of.    See  Repentance. 
Sincerityy  354,  404,  412. 
Soldiery  the  Christian  a,  454-458. 
Sons  of  Gody  Christians,  444,  445. 
Souly  importance  of  its  salvation,  287,  291,  294,  296. 
SowinQy  spiritual,  432,  433,  574. 
Spiritual  Declension,  459-461, 

Spiritual-mindedness.    See  Communion  with  God  and  Chtiak 
Springy  551. 

Stability y  Christian,  411,  453. 
Star  of  Betfdehemy  171. 
Strengthy  85,  357,  371,  387,  388,  454. 
Striving  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  288. 
Submission.    See  Resignation. 
Summer,  548. 

Sun  of  Righteousness  y  173,  516. 
Sympathy,  of  Christ,  109,  535. 
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Sympathy,  of  Christians,  222,  430,  434,  438. 
Synods  and  Conferences,  201,  202. 

Teaching  of  Christ ,  115. 

Temperance,  495. 

TemptaHon,  91,  109, 121,  453-458. 

Thanksgiving,  for  redemption,  12,  13,  95-98,  149-178 

for  Providential  mercies,  1-11,  14-22. 

for  national  blessings,  536,  537,  541. 

for  the  example  of  departed  saints,  436. 
Time.    See  Brevity  of  Life. 
Trials.    See  Afflictions  and  Care. 
Trinity,  the,  63-67. 
Trust.    See  Confidence. 

Unbelief,  270,  274,  277,  280,  292,  295. 
Union,  of  Christians  with  Christ,  310,  365. 

with  each  other,  434,  438. 

in  heaven  and  on  earth,  435. 
Unity  of  the  Church,  203,  204,  434-436. 

Vanity,  of  life,  287,  291. 

of  earthly  things,  277,  296,  414-417. 
Victory,  454-457,  481,  482,  581. 
Vows,  209-212. 

Walking  with  God,  390,  392,  398. 

r 

War,  in  times  of,  540,  539. 
Warfare,  the  Christian,  454-458. 
Watchfulness,  449,  450,  457. 
Way,  the  Way,  Truth  and  Life,  106. 

the  narrow,  292-417. 
Whit-Sunday,  246-248, 179-190. 
Wicked,  call  to.    See  Call. 

danger  of  the,  295,  478. 

wretchedness  of,  440. 

doom  of,  440,  566-571. 
Wisdrnn  of  God,  19,  55,  76-78,  98. 
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Witness  of  the  Spirit^  180,  186-189. 

Word  of  God.    See  Scriptures. 

Works  of  God,  1,  4,  5,  6, 10, 11,  68,  69. 

World,  414-416. 

Worship,  hymns  of  opening,  1-45. 

delight  in,  46-54. 

closing  of,  593-601. 

family,  508-53^ 


Youth,  496-507. 


ZetU.    See  Activity. 
Zion.    See  Church. 
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A  charge  to  keep  I  have C,  Wesley  428 

A  few  more  years  shall  roll Bonar    586 

A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page Cowper  251 

A  pilgrim  and  a  stranger Qerhardt — Borthwich  380 

A  pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world Bonar  121 

Ahide  with  me;    fast  falls  the  eventide H.  F,  Lyte  532 

According  to  Thy  gracious  word Montgomery  261 

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep Cotton  462 

Alas!    and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? Watts  128 

All  hail  the  glorious   mom Peacock  240 

All  hail  the  power  of   Jesus'  name Peronnet  149 

All  that  I  was,  my  sin,  my  guilt Bonar  100 

All-powerful,  self-existent  God 56 

Almighty  God,  Thy  word   is  cast From  John  Cawood  592 

Almighty  Sov'reign  of  the  skies 536 

Always  with  us,  always  with   us Nevin  396 

Amazing  grace,  how  sweet  the  sound Newton  93. 

Amidst  a  world  of  hopes  and  fears H,  Moore  185 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  Cross? Watts  456 

And  am  I  bom  to  die? C.  Wesley  294 

And  am  I  only  bom  to  die? C  Wesley  296 

And  art  Thou   with   us,  gracious  Lord? Doddridge  375 

And  didst  Thou,   Jesus,  condescend? 124 

And  let  this  feeble  body  fail C,  Wesley  342 

And  must  this  body  die? Watts  476 

And  shall  we  still  be  slaves? ^5^ 
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And  will  the  Judge  descend? Doddridge  570 

Angels  from  the  realms  of  glory Montgomery  234 

Another  six  days'  work  is  done Stennet  38 

Approa<;h,   my  soul,   the  mercy-seat Newton  330 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise :. C.  Wesley  142 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven , 496 

As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  springs Tate  and  Brady  402 

Asleep  in  Jesus,   blessed  sleep Margaret  Mackay  560 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song Hammond  ......    12 

Awake,  my  soul,   and  with  the   sun , Bishop  Ken  ....  .  615 

Awake,  my   soul,  in  joyful  lays Medley  169 

Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve Doddridge  450 

Awake,   our  souls,  away,  our  fears! Watts  85 

Awake,  ye  rsaints,  awake! CotteriU  3? 

Away  from  ev'ry  mortal  care. Watts  24 

Be  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the  earth Montgomery  4 

Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne Watts  1 

Before  the  Lord   we  bow F.  C  Key  537 

Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door Gregg  283 

Behold  the  amazing  sight Doddridge  131 

Behold,   the  blind  their  sight  receive Watts  123 

Behold  th&  mountain  of  the  Lord MicJuiel  Bruce  227 

Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind Sam.  Wesley,  Sen 235 

Behold  the  sure  foundation  stone Waits  192 

Behold  th'  expected  time   draw  near Voke  225 

Behold,   where  in  a  mortal  form Enfield  117 

Beloved,  it  is  well 443 

Beneath  our  feet,   and  o'er  our  head Heher  478 

Bless,  O  my. soul!    the  living  God Watts  13 

Blest  Are  the  undefiled  in  heart Watts  439 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds Fawcet  434 

Blest  is  the  man,   forever  blest Watts  316 

Blest  Jesus,   come  thou  gently  down Watts  207 

Blest  .Jesus,   when  my  soaring  thoughts ffeginbotJiam  405 

Blow -ye  the  trumpet,  blow C  Wesley  282 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of   the  morning.. Heher  170 

Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death Watts  292 

Buried  in  shadows  of   the  night. Watts  90 

Bjr  cool  SUoam^a  shady  rill Heber  507 
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Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night.... •••. Sears  232 

Cliildren  of   the  Heavenly  King Cennick  444 

Christ  is  our  cornerstone Chandler  487 

Christ,  the  Lord,  has  risen   to-day Cudtoorth  239 

Christ,   Thon  art  the  sure  foundation Neale  492 

Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  sky Toplady  516 

Christians  and  brethren,   ere  we  part H.  K.  White  597 

Come,  gracious   Spirit,   Heavenly   Dove Browne  181 

Come  hither,  ye  faithful,   triumphantly  sing Caswell  233 

Come,   Holy  Ghost,   come  from   on  high Reed  259 

Come,   Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind Burder  183 

Come,   Holy  Spirit,  come Hart  324 

Come,   Holy  Spirit,   Heavenly  Dove Watts  182 

Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast E,  Jones  286 

Coma,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue C.  Wesley  547 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs Watts  160 

Come,   Lord,  and  warm  each  languid   heart Steele  578 

Come,  said  Jesus^  sacred  voice Barhauld  279 

Come,  Saviour    Jesus,   from  above Byrom  413 

Come,  sound  His  praise  abroad Watts  6 

Come,  Thou   Almighty   King. Madan  66 

Come,   Thou  fount  of  every  blessing Robinson  16 

Come  Thou  now,   and  be  among  us Neale- 491 

Come  to   Calvary's  holy  mountain J.  Montgomery  273 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,   where'er  ye  languish T.  Moore  329 

Come,  ye  sinners,   poor  and  wretched Hart  274 

Come,  ye  thankful   people,  come Alford  552 

Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord Watts  334 

Come,  ye  weary  sinners,  come C.  Wesley  ."276 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs P.  Gerhard^  trans.  J.  Wesley  377 

Confiding  in  Thy  truth  alone 260 

Courage,  my  soul,  while   God  is  near 371 

Daughter  of   Zion,  awake  from  thy  sadness 228 

Day  of  judgment,  day  of  wonders Newton  571 

Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side •. Faber  502 

Dear  Refuge  of   my  weary  soul Steele  367 

Dear  Saviour,  if  these  lambs  should  stray Hyde  504 

Dear  Shepherd  of   Thy  people Newton  489 

Dearest  of  all  the  names  above "WaWa  '^^^S^ 
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Dearest  Saviour,  help  Thy.  servant. 31 

Deep  in  the  dust  before  Thy  throne 89 

Delay  not,  delay   not,  O  sinner,  draw  near Hastings  290 

Do  not  I  love  Thee,  O  my  Lord Doddridge  404 

Dread  Jehovah,  God  of  nations C—  -P— ,  1804  540 

Early,  my  God!    without  delay Watts  47 

Eat,  drink,  in  memory  of  your  friend 263 

Enslaved  by  sin  and  bound Steele  137 

Equip  me  for  the  war C.  Wesley  458 

Ere  the  blue  heavens  were  stretched  abroad Watts  105 

Ere  to  the  world  again  we  go 593 

Eternal  source  of  every  joy .'.....  Doddridge  548 

Eternal  Spirit,  source  of  light Pres.  Davies  184 

Eternal  Spirit,  we  confess Watts  180 

Ever  patient,  gentle,  meek 336 

Every  Mien  soul  by  sinning 96 

Exalted  high,  at  God's  right  hand Duncan  582 

Fain  would  my  soul  with  wonder  trace Knight  60 

Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bliss Turner  359 

Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone! Watts  62 

Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,   I  flee * Cowper  534 

Father,  how  wide  Thy  glories  shine Watts  ICl 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life Anna  L.  Waring  79 

Father,  in  whom  we   live C,  Wesley  64 

Father  of   glory,  to   Thy  name Watts  65 

Father  of  heaven,  whose  love Bickersteth  63 

Father  of  mercies,  bow  Thine  ear Beddome  200 

Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word Steele  249 

Father,  whatever  of   earthly  bliss Steele  344 

For  a  season  called  to  part Newton  437 

For  all  Thy  saints,  O  Lord ;...  Mant  436 

For  the   mercies  of  the  day Montgomery  523 

For  Thy  mercy  and   Thy  grace H.  Dovmton  543 

Forever  with  the  Lord Montgomery  568 

Forth  in  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  we  go C.  Wesley  517 

Fountain  of  good,  to  own  Thy  love Doddridge  430 

Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of  love Alice  Flowerdew  560 

Frequent  the  day  of  God  returns Browne  45 
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Friend  after  friend  departs Montgomery  583 

From  all  who  dwell  below  the  skies Watts  9 

From  Calvary  a  cry  was  heard Cunningham  236 

From  Calvary's  sacred  mountain '  S.  S.  Schmucker  201 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows Stowell  328 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains Heber  221 

From  this  world's  joys  and  senseless  mirth Montgomery  579 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  inUd C.  Wesley  500 

G«ntle  Shepherd,  Thou  hast  stilled Meinhold  Winkworth  561 

Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us Hastings  385 

Give  me  the  wings  of  £iith  to  rise Watts  369 

Give  thanks  to  God  most  high Watts  113 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears P.  Gerhard  82 

Glorious  things  of  Thee  are  spoken.'. Newton  193 

Glory  to  God  on  high Mercer  158 

Glory  to  Thee,  my  God,   this   night Bishop  Ken  519 

Gro,  labor  on;   your  hands  are  weak Bonar  431 

Go  to  dark   Gethsemane •. Montgomery  120 

God  bless  our  native  land J.  S.  Dtoight  539 

God  is  love;    His  mercy  brightens Bowring  62 

Grod  is  the  refuge  of  His  saints Watts  80 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way Cowper  76 

God  my  supporter  and  my  hope Watts  406 

God  of  mercy!    God  of  grace! — Hear J,  Taylor  418 

God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace! — Show H.  F.  Lyte  21 

Grod  of  mercy,  hear  our  prayer Campbell  506 

God  of  my  life,  to  Thee  I  call C&wper  463 

God  of  my  life,  whose C,  Wesley  376 

God  of  my  salvation,  hear , C.  Wesley  314 

God  of  our  lives,  Thy  constant 546 

God  of  our  salvation,  hear  us 595 

Grace!    'tis  a  charming  sound Doddridge  94 

Gracious  Spirit,  love  divine Stacker  186 

Great  God!    how  infinite  art  Thou Watts  55 

Great  God!    indulge  my  humble  claim Watts  409 

Great  God!    to  Thee  my  evening  song Steele  526 

Great  God!    to  what  a  glorious  height Waits  167 

Great  God!    we  sing  that  mighty  hand Doddridge  545 

Great  is  the  Lord  our  God Wo«a  «^ 
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Great  Saviour,  who  didst  condescend 505 

Great  Sovereign,  let  mine  evening  song 527 

Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah W.  WiUiams  3(187 

Hail,  my  ever-blessed  Jesus Wingrove  154 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise C.  Wesley  243 

Hail,  Thou  once  despised  Jesus Bdkewell  150 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed Montgomery  153 

Happy  the  heart  where   graces  reign Watts  333 

Happy  the  man  whose  wishes  climb 370 

Happy  the  meek,  whose  gentle  breast J.  Scott  338 

Happy  the  souls  to  Jesus  joined C.  Wesley  204 

Hark 
Hark 
Hark 
Hark 
Hark 
Hark 
Hark 
Hark 
Hark 
Hark 


a  voice  divides  the  sky C.  Wesley  662 

hark!    the  notes  of  joy 231 

my  soul!    it  is  the  Lord ! Cowper  451 

ten  thousand  harps  and  voices Kelly  162 

the  glad  sound!    the  Saviour  comes Doddridge  Ill 

the  herald  angels  sing C.  Wesley  230 

the  song  of  jubilee Montgomery  215 

the  voice  of   love  and  mercy J.  Evans  138 

through  the  courts  of  heaven Alford  308 

what  mean  those  holy  voices? Cawood  229 

Hasten,   Lord,  the  glorious  time Harriet  Auber  220 

Hasten,  O  sinner,  to  be  wise T,  Scott  285 

He  dies,  the  Friend  of  sinners  dies Watts  140 

He  lives,   the  great  Redeemer  lives Steele  143 

He  that  goeth   forth  with  weeping HatHngs  433 

He  who  on  earth  as  man  was   known Newton  105 

Hear  my  prayer,  O  Heavenly  Father Harriet  Parr  529 

Here,  at  Thy  table.  Lord,  we  meet Stennett  264 

Here,  in  Thy  name,   Eternal  God Montgomery  485 

High  in  yonder  realms  of  light Baffles  573 

High  let  us  swell  our  tuneful  notes Doddridge  112 

Holy  and  reverend  is  the  name Needham  18 

Holy  Father,  Thou  hast  taught  me 362 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine Beed  187 

Hosanna  to  the  royal  Son Watts  104 

Hosanna  with  a  cheerful  so  and Watts  514 

How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord Addison  81 

Ifow  beauteous  are   their  feet Watts  198 
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How  beauteous  were  the  marks.... L A,  C.  Coxe  119 

How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies Barbauld  481 

How  calm  and   beautiful  the  mom Hastings  241 

How  condescending  ^d  how  kind Watts  134 

How  did  my  heart   rejoice  to  hear Watts  54 

How  do  Thy  mercies  close  me  round C.  Wesley  448 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of   the  Lord Keith  363 

How  happy  are  the  young  who  hear Logan  497 

How   lovely,  how  divinely  sweet Steele  49 

How  oft,  alas!    this  wretched  heart Steele  420 

How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair Watts  46 

How  precious  is  the   Book  divine Fawcett  253 

How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts Watts  252 

How  short  and  hasty  is  our  life Watts  287 

How  sweet  the  name  of   Jesu&  sounds Newton  175 

How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel   sound Bowring  115 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours Newton  400 

How  vain  are  all  things  here  below Watts  414 

have  a  home  above 689 

hear  a  voice  that  comes  from  afar Kelly  280 

heard  the  voice  of   Jesus  say Bonar  320 

lay   my  sins   on  Jesus Bonar  313 

'11  praise  my  Maker  whilst  I've  breath. Watts  17 

look   to  Jesus,  and  the  face 372 

love  the  Lord;    He  heard  my  cries Watts  379 

iove  the  volume  of   Thy  word '. Watts  250 

love  Thy  Zion,   Lord * Dr.  Dwigkt  202 

love  to  steal  awhile   away Fhoebe  H.  Brown  395 

'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord Watts  384 

need  Thee,   precious  Jesus F,  Whitfield  382 

saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree Newton  129 

send  the  joys  of   earth  away Watts  416 

think  when  I  read  that  sweet  story   of   old ^...  499 

've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price 107 

was  a  wandering  sheep Bonar  99 

would  not  live  alway;    I  ask  not  to  stay Muhlenberg  471 

In  one  firatemal  bond  of   love 203 

In  songs  of  sublime  adoration 97 

In  the  cross  of   Christ  I  glory Bwurmg   V^a 
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In  Thy  great  name,  O  Lord,  we  come Hoskins  28 

In  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  assembling KeUy  27 

In  vain  would  boasting  reason  find Steele  309 

In  weariness  and  pain ^..  C.  Wesley  381 

Inspirer  and  hearer  of  prayer Tcplady  525 

It  is  not  death  to  me i Bethune  466 

Jehovah  is  our  strength... 388 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home jFV.  old  Latin  Hymn  590 

Jerusalem  on  high Crossvaan  591 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be Gregg  174 

Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me...., Berridge  337 

Jesus,  full  of  all  compassion Turner  307 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken H.  F,  Lyte  424 

Jesus,  in  Thy  transporting  name Mrs.  Steele  166 

Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul C  Wesley  358 

Jesus,   Master  of  the  feast C,  Wesley  265 

Jesus,  my  Advocate  above C.  Wesley  147 

Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone , Cennick  425 

Jesus,  my  great  Higjh-priest Watts  144 

Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  my  God Stennett  453 

Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope C  Wesley  353 

Jesus,  our  Head,  once  crowned  with  thorns 152 

Jesus,  our  triumphant  Head Hart  244 
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vaxia.        88,  7s.    8  lines.        150,  172  German   Melody  

yley.        83,  7s.    8  lines.        350 J.  P-  HoJhrook  

Sktrice.        C.  M.        107,  343 L.  0.  Emerson  1869 

Imont        8s,  7s.    8  lines.        274 J.  IngaUs  1830 

menton.        C.  M.        189,  489,  578  H.  W,  Grcaiorcx  1849 

aedict        L.  M.        579,  582  L.  O.  Emerson  1869 

oevento.        7s.    D.        544 S,  WeUe  1770 

rklej.        8s.        470 W.  G.  Lncus  

mard.        C,  M.        535 S,  Wehbe     174C-1816 

thany.        6s,  4s.        393  L.  Mason  1859 

alah.        7s.    D.        581 Kites  1846 

igham.        C.  M.        420  W.  B.  Bradbury  

sndon.        L.  M.        245,  3G1  R  Giardini  1760 

axdman.        C.  M.        252,  435  Decereux  

oar.        S,  M.  D.        304,  58G  L.  Mason  1868 

Qd.        CM.        464 G.  F,  Boot  

jmton.        C.  M.        18,  77,  370 L.  Mason  

jrlston.        S.  M.        308,  428,  568  X.  Mason  1832 

idford.        C.  M.         156,  508   *. G,  F.  Handel  1741 

iden.        S.  M,        445,  522,  528  W,  B,  Bradbury  1844 

ittle  Street.        C.  M.  D.        51  /.  Pleyel  1770  \ 

3men.        C.  P.  M.        305  T.  Hastings  | 

»t        7s,  83  &  4s.        571  L.  Mason  1836  f 

jwn.        C.  M.        383,  395  W,  B.  Bradbury  1840  } 

efield.        C.  M.        326  Z  Hastings  1840  f 

ido.        C.  M.        359,  430  TT.  /?.  Bradbury  1853 

Ivary.        8s,  7s  &  4s.        138  S.  Stanley  

mbridge.        C.  M.        550  /.  Randall  1790 

rparthus.        C.  P.  M.        178  L.  Mason  

jkey.        7s,  6s.        368 T.  B,  Perkins  1870 

ildren  in  Heaven.        83,  Os  &  7s.        496  W*  B.  Bradbury  | 

imes.        C.  M.        249,  369  L,  Mason  1840 

ina.        C.  M.        128,  558   T.  Sivan  180(1 

opin.        C.  M.        590 J.  B.  Woodbury  .  ... 

Pistmaa        C.  M.        105,  389^  450 G.  F,  Haudel    V^j5&-W^^ 
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Oiurch.        C.  M.        534 J,  P.  HoJbrook    

Clarendon.        C.  M.        251 ,...  I.  Tucker  1800 

Claremont.        H.  M.        8,  15 

aymer.        S.  M.        135,  563  G.  F.  Boot  1868 

Gome,  ye  disconsolate.        32»  S,  Webbe  1800 

Comfort.        7s.    D.        573  English  Air    

Communion.        C.  X.  M.        266  T,  Hastings  1850 

Confidence.        78  &  Os.        265  T.  Hastings    

Corinth.        C.  M.        60,  473  L.  Mason    

Coronation.        C.  M.        149  O.  Holden  1793 

Coventry.        C.  M.        179,  442 English  Melody    

Cowper.        C.  M.        136,  272  L.  Masc^  1830 

Creation.        L.  M.    8  lines.        68  F,  J,  Haydn  1798 

Cross  and  Crown.        C.  M.        345  G.N.  Allen  1820 

Crucifix.        7s,  68.        153,  201,  313  Greek  Melody    

Cuvier.        8s  &  7s.        433  

Dallas.        7s.        337 Cherubim    1760-1842 

Dalmatia.        C.  M.  D.        342 L.  Mason    

Darley.        L.  M.        425,  427,  431  W\  H.  W.  Barley    1801-1872 

Daughter  of  Zion.        lis  &  lOs.        228  

Dedham.        C.  M.        65,  166  W.  Gardiner    1830 

De  Fleury.        88.    D.        400  J,  Edson    1782 

Delight.        lis  &  88.        4,  97  '. L.  O.  Emerson    1869 

Dennis.        S.  M.        434,  601 H.  NagcU    1832 

Desire.        L.  M.        277  /.  B.  Woodhwry    

Devizes.        C.  M.        497 /.  Tucker    1800 

Dort.        6s  &  4s.        158,  196  L.  Mason    1832 

Dover.        S.  M.        12,  454  English  Melody    

Downs.        C.  M.        354,  408  Z.  Mason    1832 

Duke  Street.        L.  M.        9,  360,  371,  493  J.  Hatlon    1790 

Dundee.        C.  M.        55,  238  G.  France    1545 

During.        C.  M.        203,  456  TT.  B.  Bradbury    1850 

Easton.        L.  M.        254,  417 W,  A.  Mozart  

El  Paran.        Jj.  M.        38  , L.  Masm  

Elizabethtown.        C.  M.        299  G.  Kingsley  1838 

Ellsdie.        8s  &  7s.    8  lines.        424 J.  C.  W.  A.  Mozart  

EUham,        7s.     D.        215,  552  L.  Mason  1840 

Emancipation.        6s.    8  lines.       Ml  C.  Cr.  AUm    ...... 
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Enon's  Isle.        8b.        397  /.  B.  Woodbury    

Erasmus.        lis  &  10s.        170  T.  R  Seward    

Eman.        L.  M.        605 L.  Mason  1850 

Eshtemoa.        78.        418,  437,  451  T.  B,  Mason    

Evan.        C.  M.        86,  398 W.  Havergal  1849 

Evening  Hymn.        L.  M.        519,  526 T.  TalUs  1567 

Eventida        lOs.        532 W.  H.  Monk  1861 

Farland.        8s  &  7s.    6  lines.        491 T.  Hastings    

Fanant.        C.  M.        419  W.  H.  Havergal    

Federal  Street        L.  M.        413,  485,  517  H  Oliver  1832 

Ferguson.        S.  M.        331  G,  Kingsley  1843 

Folsom.        lis  &  10s.        170  MozaH    1756-1793 

Fonfc  HilL        S,  M.        2  L.  0.  Emerson  1869 

Forest        L.  M.        89,  376  A.  Ckapin  1822 

Forever  with  the  Lord.        S.  M.        8  lines.    588  /.  B.  Woodbury    , 

Fountain.        C.  M.        136  Western  Melody    

Frederick.        lis.        10,  471  G.  Kingsley  1838 

Fulton.        7s.        186 ; W,  B,  Bradbury    

Furth.        S.  M.  D.        353 F.  J,  Haydn    

Galena.        C.  M.        54 

Oeer.        C.  M.        367 H.  W,  Greaiorex  1851 

Geneva.        C.  M.        75  J.  Cole  1805 

Gerar.        S.  M.        271,  334 L.  Mason    

Germany.        L.  M.        200,  338,  461  L.  Beethoven    

Gethsemane.        78.    6  lines.        120  R.  Redhead  1853 

Glasgow.        C.  M.        653 G,  F.  Root  1849 

Golden  HilL        S.  M:        205,  381,  501  A.  Chopin  1823 

Goodwell.        8s  •&  7s.        307,  529  L.  0.  Emersm  1869 

GopsaL        H.  M.        144,  145  G,  F.  Handel    

Goshen.        lis.        226,  290  German  Air     

Grace.        C.  M.        109  E.  R.  Proutz     

Gratitude.        L.  M.        49,  512,  513 Arr.  T.  Hastings  1837 

Greenville.        8s  &  7s.  D.        362,  594,  595 J.  J.  Rousseau  1750 

Greenwood.               S.  M.        82,  391,  443,  466,  588  J.  E.  Sweetser  1849 

Grostette        L.  M.        548  H.  W.  Greatorex  1851 

Groton.        C.  M.        177,  412  C  Zeuner    

Guide.        7s.    6  lines.        336 M.  M.  Wells    

Guidance.        8s  &  7s.    D.        387  ¥xwa.  F\«(lwn 
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Haddam.        H.  M.        84,  487,  591 Arr.  L.  Mamm  1822 

HaUe.        7s.    6  lines.        21,  173,  516  F,  J.  Haydn  1798 

Hamburg.        L.  M.        285,  288,  302,  567  L.  Mason  1825 

Hamden.        88,  78  &  4s.        269  L,  Mason  

Hants.        S.  M.        114 English  Tune  

Harmony  Grove.        L.  M.        309  O.  K.  Oliver  

Hartel.        L.  M.        181,  247 X.  Jfcwon  

Harvey^s  Chant.        C.  M.        192  , W.  B.  Bradbury  

Harwell.        Ss  &  7s.  D.  162  L.  Mason  1840 

Harwich.        H.  M.        144,  145,  542  L,  Mason  1822 

Hastings.        C.  L.  M.        241  T,  Hastings  1832 

Haven.        C.  M.        255  T.  Hastings  1836 

Haydn.        S.  M.        248,  324  F,  J,  Haydn  1800 

Heber.        C.  M.        50,  175  G.  Kingdey  1838 

Hebron.        L.  M.        210,  416,  504,  521 X.  Mason  1830 

Helena.        C.  M.        30  F'.  B.  Bradbury  

Hemingford.        S.  M.        3,  511  X.  0.  Emerson  1869 

Hendon.        78.        26,  67,  220,  518  C.  Malan  1830 

Henry.        C.  M.        227,  439,  551  , S.  B,  Fond  1835 

Hermon.        C.  M.        76,  155,  392 L.  Mason  1839 

Holbrook.        7s.    D.        217,  358  J.  P,  HObrook  

Holley.        78.        531  G.  Heins  1835 

Home.        S.  M.        468,  589  L.  0.  Emerson  1869 

Hope.        8s.        585  W,  L.  Bemsberg  1879 

Horton.        7s.        276,  279,  289  X  /S.  V.  Wartensee  1786 

Howard        C.  M.        25,  141,  479 Mrs.  Cuthbert  

Hummel.        C.  M.        83 C.  Zeuner  1832 

Hursley.        L.  M.        349,  422,  530 F,  J.  Haydn  1798 

Ingraham.        C.  M.      6  lines.        79 G.'W.  Foster  

Ionia.        7s.        53,  444 J.  W,  Belcher  

Iosco.        L.  M.        63  J.  Huss  

Italian  Hymn.        6s  &  4s.        66 F.  Giardini  1760 

I  would  not  live  alway.        lis.        471 L,  0.  Emerson  1872 

Jewett.        6s.      D.        346 J.  P.  Holbrook  

Jesus  ever  near.        C.  M.  D.        502 W,'B,  Bradbury  

Judgment.        8s,  7s  &  4s.        566 Oon&me  

KedroD.        II3,        126  I-  ^-  Woodbury  ...••• 
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Keller.        6s  &  Ss.        583 W.  B,  Bradbury    

Kentucky.        S.  M.        476  A.  Chapin  1822 

Kozelack.        7s.        523 Kozeluck    


Laban.        S.  M.        7,  457  L,  Mason 

Lake  Enon.        S.  M.        441   /.  B,  Woodbury 

La  Mira.        C.  M.        216  W.  B.  Bradbury 

LanesiboTO.        C.  M.        47 TT.  Dixon 

Lebanon.        S.  M.  D.        99 J,  Zundel 

Leighton.        S.  M.        365,  495  H,  W,  Greatorex 

Lenox.        H.  M.        142,  163,  282  J.  Edson 

Life.        88  &  7s.    6  lines.        273  T,  Hastings 


1830 


Lisbon.        S.  M. 
Lischer.        H.  M. 
Litany.        7s.    D. 
Litchfield.        C.  M. 
Longing.        C.  M. 
Looking  to  Jesus. 
Louvan.        L.  M. 
Loving  Kindness. 
Lowell.        L.  M. 


Luther. 
Luton. 
Lydia. 
Lyons. 


S.  M. 
L.  M. 
C.  M. 


34,  432  D.  Bead 

35,  37,  240 L.  Mason 

237  Spanish  Melody 

339  A,  Law 

322 TT.  L.  Bemsberg 

lis.        373  L.  0.  Emerson 

127,  351,  386  C.  V.  Taylor 

L.  M.        169  Western  Melody 

42,  161  '. English  Melody 

94,  198,  483  T,  Hastings 

22,  448  G,  Burder 

384,  459  


1790 
1855 
1849 
1782 
1831 
1785 
1840 


1879 
1870 
1847 
1830 


10s  &  lis. 


5  F.  J.  Haydn 


Malvern.        L.  M.        262,  263,  306  L,  Mason  

Mandoi.        8s  &  7s.        11* L.  0,  Emerson  1869 

Manoah.        C.  M.        134,  152,  378,  527  G,  Bossini  

Marlow.        C.  M.        72,  197,  256  English  Melody  1832 

Martyn.        7s.    D.        358 S,  B,  Marsh  1836 

Mear.        C.  M.        295,  475 A.  Chapin  1760 

Melody.        C.  M.        160  A.  Chapin  1823 

Mendebras.        7s  &  6s.    8  lines.        41  L.  Mason  1839 

Mendon.        L.  M.        401,  402,  403,  453  An.  L.  Mason  1832 

Mercer.        L.  M.        325 

Mercy.        7s.        187,  300 Gottschalk  

Meribah.        C.  P.  M.        199,  312,  569  L,  Mason  1839 

Merlo.        8s,  7s  &  4s.        31,  234,  600  L.  0.  Emerson  1872 

Meroe.        L.  M.        174  TT.  B,  Bv<sdh^v%  \E4a 
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Merton.        C.  M.        676  H,  K,  Oliver    

Middleton.        8s  &  Ts.    D.       132,  520    English  Melody     

Migdol.        L.  M.        85,  515  L.  Mason  1840 

Milton.        L.  P.  M.        73  , F,  J.  Haydn     

Miriam.        7s  &  6s.        268,  380 J.  P.  Holbrook     

Missionary  Chant.         L.  M.        147,  564  C.  Zeuner  1832 

Missionary  Hymn.        7s  &  6s.        221  L.  Mason    

Molucca.        8s,  7s  &  4s.        206  /.  B.  Woodbury  1849 

Monson.        C.  M.        100,  426  S,  B.  Brown  1836 

Moravian        C.  M.        176,  287,  565  X.  0.  Emerson  1869 

Morning  Star.        7s.    D.        217 L.  Mason  1830 

Momington.        S.  M.        44,  191,  218  Earl  of  Momington  Arr.  L,  Mason  1822 

Morris  Chart.        C.  M.        246,  270,  315  W,  B.  Bradbury    ; 

Mount  Vemon.        8s  &  7s.        556  Arr.  L,  Mason    

Mozart;.        78.        230  J-  C.  W.  A.  Mozart    1756-1791 

Naomi.        C.  M.        235,  261,  330,  344  Arr.  L.  Mason  1836 

Nashville.        L.  P.  M.        250  Arr.  L.  Mason  1832 

Naumann.        C.  M.        574  .• Naumann    

Nettleton.        83  &  7s.    8  lines.        16  A.  Nettleton  1825 

Newbold.        C.  M.        232,  592  G.  Kingsley    

Newcourti.        L.  P.  M.        17 H.  Bond  1790 

Newman.        H.  M.        591 

New  Year's  Hymn.        lis  &  5s.        547  S.  Wehbe    

Noel.        C.  M.        118  L.  Mason    

Nunda.        L.  M.      D.         171   L,  Mason    

Nuremburg.        7s.        20,  214,  543  J.  B,  Ahle  1664 

Ola.        L.  M.        327,  366  W.  Mason    

Old  Hundred.        L.  M.        1,  486,  536,  597  G,  Franc  1543 

Oliphant.        8s,  7s  &  4s.        387,  594,  595  L.  Mason  1832 

Olive's  Brow.        L.  M.        125  W.  B.  Bradbury  1853 

Olivet.        6s  &  4s.        364  L.  Mason  1831 

Olmutz.        S.  M.        570,  596  Arr.  L.  Mason  1832 

Olney.        S.  M.        19,  275  L.  Mason  1830 

On.        L.  M.        284  W,  B.  Bradbury    

Onido.        7s.    I>.        243,  244  L.  Mason  1840 

Oriel.        L.  M.        236,  352,  372,  559  W.  B.  Bradbury    

OrtonviUe.        C.  M.        157,  182,  348  T.  Hastings  1837 

O  Sacred  Head,        7s  &  6s.        130  Kolb    
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Park  Street        L.  M.        33,  213,  447 F,  V.  Venua  1810 

Peacefully  Sleep.        L.  M.        555  W.  B.  Bradbury    

Peniel.        C.  M.        335  T.  Hastings    

Penitent.        L.  M.        298,  301,  463 

Penitence.        7s,  Os  &  8s.        303,  314,  415 W.  H,  Oakley  1835 

Peterboro.        C.  M.        28,  45,  91,  414  .* B,  Harrison  1786 

Phuvah.        C.  M.        332  M.  Vulpius  1609 

Pilesgrove.        L.  M.        56,  545,  546 :.  N,  Mitchell  1812 

Pleyers  Hymn.        7s.        168,  488,  562  /.  Pleyel  1800 

Portuguese  Hymn.        lis.        233,  363 J.  Beading  1760 

Pomeroy.        7s  «&  6s.        467 ; Ganzbach    

Rakem.        L.  P.  M.        148,  184 /.  B,  Woodbury  1849 

Regent  Square.        8s  &  7s.    6  lines.        492  H,  Smart  1852 

Repose.        7s  &  8s.        561     X.  Ma^on    

Resignation.        lis.        557 W.  Mason     

Rest.        L.  M.        560 W.  B.  Bradbury  1844 

Retreat.        L.  M.        328  T.  Hastings  1822 

Return.        C.  M.        318,  319  T.  Hastings  1831 

Ripley.        8s  &  7s.    8  lines.        154,  193 L,  Mason  1839 

Rockingham.        L.  M.        70,  92,  116  L.  Mason  1830 

RoUand.        L.  M.        46 W.  B.  Bradbury  1844 

Romberg.        C.  M.        57,  375 T.  Hastings    

Rosefield.        7s.    6  lines.        317  C.  Malan  1830 

Rose  Hill.        L.  M.        225,  411  J.  E.  Sweetser    

Rothwell.        L.  M.        143,  541  W.  Tansur  1743 

Sabbath.        7s.    6  lines.        36  L.  Mason  1834 

Saviour,  like  a  Shepherd.        8s,  7s  &  4s.        498  W.  B.  Bradbury  1862 

Scotland.        12s.        554 J.  Clarke  1800 

Seasons.        L.  M.        259,  260  /.  Pleyel    

Seir.         S.  M.        64,  438,  510  X.  Mason    

Sessions.        L.  M.        593  L.  O.  Emerson  1847 

Seymour.        7s.        533  From  C.  M.  V.  Weber  1825 

Shawmut         L.  M.        480  L.  Mason  1833 

Shepherd.        S.  M.        74  W.  L.  Bemsberg  1879 

Shining  Shore.        P.  M.        474 G.  F.  Boot  1856 

Sicily.        8s  &  7s.        394 Sicilian  Melody    

Siloam.        C.  M.        507  /.  B.  Woodbury    

Silver  Street.        S.  M.        6  /.  Smith  1770 


Solitude.        7s.        257,  599 L,  T.  DoMsue.% 
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Soon  and  forever.        10s,  lis  &  12s.        587  

Sparta.        C.  M.        219,  429  

St.  Ann's.        CM.        71,  194  W,  Croft    1712 

State  Street        S.  M.        356,  421,  446  J.  C.  Woodman    1844 

Steamdale.        C.  M.        69,  111  L.  O,  Emerson    

Stephens.        C.  M.        357,  490  TT.  Jones    

St  Edmunds.        L.  M.        481  F.  J,  Haydn    

Stirling.        L.  M.    '     195,  410 B.  Harrison    1786 

St  Martin's.        C.  M.        87,  101  W.  Tansur    

Stockwell.        8s  &  7s.        62,  396  D,  Jones    1851 

Stonefield.        L.  M.        43,  59  D.  Stanley    1810 

Stow.        H.  M.        242  English  Melody    

St  Thomas.        S.  M.        202,  355,  458   W.  Tansur    

Sutherland.        H.  M.        113  W.  B.  Bradbury    1844 

Swanwick.        C.  M.     .  81,  423,  524  J,  Lucas    17— 

Sweet  Home.        lis.        580  

Sweet  Story.        lis,  9s,  12s  &  9s.        499 

Talmer.        8s  &  7s.        108,  258  I.  B.  Woodbury    

Tappan.         C.  M.        465,  469,  575  G,  Kingsley    1838 

Thatcher.        S.  M.        40,  95 C?.  F,  Handel    

The  Sinner's  Friend.        146 I».  O.  Emerson    

The  Voice  of  Free  Grace.        12s.        281   J.  Clarke    

Toplady.        7s.    6  lines.        310  T,  Hastings    

Treaves.        C.  P.  M.        296    German  Choral    

Trinity  College.        S.  M.  D.        222 J.  W.  Wilcox    

Truro.        L.  M.        58,  211  C.  Burney    

Trusting.        7s.        500  W.  G,  Fischer    

Tucker.        S.  M.        440  

Tyndale.        C.  M.        88,  293,  473  

Unam.        8s,  7s  &  4s.        208  

Unity.        6s  &  5s.        584  L.  Mason    

Uxbridge.        L.  M.        23,  24,  52  L.  Mason    1830 

Valentia.        C.  M.        379,  390  Eberwein    1853 

Varina.        C.  M.      D.        343,  572  C.  H  Rink    

Vemon.        8s.     D.        525  

Viola.        78.    6  lines.        549  W.  B.  Bradbury    1849 

Vigil.        S.  3f.        449 German  Air    
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Wakeman.        78.        239,  482  M.  C.  Thayer    

Wansted.        7s.        506 

Ward.        L.  M.        80,  185,  262,  263  Scotch  Melody.    Arr.  L.  Mason  1830 

Ware.        L.  M.        103,  164  G,  Kingaley  1838 

Warner.        li.  M.        115,  209,  460  From  BassinL    Arr.  G,  KingsUy  1853 

Warsaw.        H.  M.        231,  388,  537  T,  Clark  1804 

Warwick.        C.  M.        509  S,  Stanley  1786 

Watchman.        S.  M.        436  J.  Leach  1789 

Webb.        7s  &  6s.     8  lines.        223,  382  G.  J.  Webb  1837 

Wells.        L.  M.        297,  409  A,  Williams  1740 

Welton.        L.  M.        78,  90,  316  C.  Malan  1830 

When  His  Salvation.        7s  &  6s.        503  Mozart    

Willow  Dale.        C.  M.  D.        122  W,  B.  Bradbury     

Wilmot.        8s  &  7s.        133,  229  Carl  Maria  von  Weber    

Wiltshire.        C.  M.        117,  333 G,  Smart    

Wimbome.        L.  M.        399,  455 J.  Whitaker    

Winchester.        L.  M.        180 Croft  1790 

Windham.        L.  M.        292  D,  Bead  1785 

Wirth.        C.  M.       ^494 W,  B,  Bradbury     

Woodland.        C.  M.        286,  514  N.  Gould  1832 

Woodside.        C.  M.        323  L.  0.  Emerson  1867 

Woodstock.        C.  M.        104  Z).  BuUon,  Jr.  1829 

Woodworth.        L.  M.        311  W,  B.  Bradbury  1849 

Worthing.        8s  &  7s.        598  J.  C.  P.  Schutz    1747-1800 


Yoakley.        L.  M.        29,  98,  140 TT.  Yoakley 


Zebulon.        H.  M.        48  L,  Mason  1830 

Zephyr.        L.  M.        183,  188,  267,  472,  477  W.  B.  Bradbury  1844 

Zerah.        C.  M.        112,  577  L.  Mason  1837 

Zion.        88,  78  &  4s.        278,  484  T.  Hastinys  1830 
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(The  figures  indicate  the  number  of  the  Hymns.) 


li.  M. 

Admah.        13. 

Alfreton.        167. 

All   Saints.        190,  280. 

Ames.        119. 

Anvem.        224. 

Angnstus.        341. 

Avignon.        137,  321,  340. 

Baca.        123,  283. 
Benedict        579,  582. 
Blendon.        245,  361. 

Creation.        D.        68. 

Barley.        425,  427,  431. 

Desire.        277. 

Duke  Street.        9,  360,  371,  493. 

Easton.        254,  417. 

El   Paran.        38. 

Eman.        505. 

Evening   Hymn.        519,  526. 

Federal  Street.        413,  485,  517. 
Forest        89,  376, 


Germany.  200,  338,  461. 
Gratitude.  49,  512,  513. 
Grostette.        548. 

Hamburg.        285,  288,  302,  567. 
Hartel.        181,  247.  ^ 
Harmony  Grove.        309. 
Hebron.        210,  416,  604,  52L 
Hursley.        349,  422,  530. 

Iosco.        63. 

Loving  Kindness.        169. 
Louvan.        127,  351,  386. 
LowelL        42,  161. 
Luton.        22,  448. 

Malvern.        262,  263,  306. 
Mendon.        401,  402,  403,  453. 
Mercer.        325. 
Meroe.        174. 
Migdol.        85,  515. 
Missionary  Chant.        147,  564. 

Nunda.        D.        171. 


\  OVa,        ^^27,  366. 
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Old  Hundred.        1,  486,  636,  597. 

Olive's  Brow.        125. 

On.        284. 

OrieL        236,  352,  372,  559. 

Park  Street        33,  213,  447. 
Peacefully  Sleep.        555. 
Penitent.        298,  301,  463. 
Pilesgrove.        56,  545,  546. 

Rest.        560. 

Retreat.        328. 

Rockingham.        70,  92,  116. 

Rolland.        46. 

Rose  Hill.        225,  411. 

Rothwell.        143,  541. 

Seasons.        259,  260. 
Sessions.        593. 
St.  Edmunds.        481. 
Stirling.        195,  410. 
Stonefield.        43,  59. 

Truro.        58,  211. 
« 

Uxbridge.        23,  24,  52. 

Ward.        80,  185,  262,  263. 
Ware.        103,  164. 
Warner.        115,  209,  460. 
Wells.        297,  409. 
Welton.        78,  90,  316- 
Wimbome.        399,  455. 
Winchester.        180. 
Windham.        292. 
Woodworth.        311. 

Yoakley.        29,  98,  140. 

Zephyr.        183,  188,  267,  472,  477. 


L..  P.  M. 

MUton.        73. 

Nashvnie.        250. 
Newcourt.        17. 

Rakem.        148,  184. 

C.  M. 

Abby.        ^9. 
Agawam.        14,  106,  462. 
110. 
374. 

39,  291,  456. 
404,  405,  406. 
165. 
320. 

Avon.        121,  124,  129,  264. 
Azmon.        93,  102,  151. 


Antioch. 

Arcadia. 

Arlington. 

Armenia. 

Arundel. 

Athens. 


Balerma.        207. 
Barby.        204,  253. 
Beatrice.        107,  343. 


Bementon. 
Bernard. 
Bingham. 
Boardman. 


189,  489,  578. 
535. 
420. 
252,  435. 
Bond.        464. 
Boynton.        18,  77,  370. 
Bradford.        156,  508. 
Brattle  Street.        D.        51. 
Brown.        383,  395. 
Byefield.        326. 

Caddo.        359,  430. 

Cambridge.        550. 

Children  in  Heaven.        496. 

Chimes.        249,  369. 
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China. 

128,  558. 

Chopin. 

590. 

Christmas. 

105,  389,  45a 

Church. 

534. 

Clarendon. 

251. 

Corinth. 

60,  478. 

Coronation 

149. 

Coventry. 

179,  442. 

Cowper. 

136,  272. 

^ross  and 

Crown.        345. 

.Dalmatia. 

D.        342. 

Dedham. 

65,  166. 

Devizes. 

497. 

Downs. 

354,  408. 

Dundee. 

55,  238. 

During. 

203,  456. 

Elizabethtown.        299. 
Evan.        86,  398. 

Farrant.         419. 
Fountain.        136. 


Galena. 

54. 

Geer. 

367. 

Geneva. 

75. 

Glasgow. 

553. 

Grace. 

109. 

Groton. 

177,  412. 

Harvey's 

Chant. 

192. 

Haven. 

255. 

Heber. 

50,  175. 

Helena. 

30. 

Henry. 

227,  439, 

551. 

Hermon. 

76,  155, 

392. 

Howard. 

25,  141, 

479. 

Hummel. 

83. 

Ingraham.        6  lines.        79. 

Jesus,  ever  near.        502. 

La  Mira.        216. 
Lanesboro.        47. 
Litchfield.        339. 
Longing.        322. 
Lydia.        384,  459. 

Manoah.        134,  152,  378,  527. 
Marlow.        72,  197,  256. 
Mear.        295,  475. 
Melody.        160. 
Merton.        576. 
Monson.        100,  426. 
Moravian.        176,  287,  565. 
Morris  Chant.        246,  270,  315. 

Naomi.        235,  261,  330,  344. 
Naumann         574. 
Newbold.        232,  592. 
Noel.        118. 

Ortonville.        157,  182,  348.     • 

Peniel.        335. 

Peterboro.        28,  45,  91,  414. 

Phuvah.        332, 

Return.        318,  319. 
Romberg.        57,  375. 

Siloam.        507. 
Sparta.        219,  429. 
St.  Ann's.        71,  194. 
Steamdale.        69,  111. 
Stevens.        357,  490. 
St.  Martin's.        87,  101. 
Bwanwick.        81,  423,  524. 
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Tappan.        465,  469,  575. 
Tyndale.        88,  293,  473. 

Valentia.        379,  390. 
Varina.        D.         343.  672. 

Warwick.  509. 

Willowdale.  D.        122. 

Wiltshire.  117,  333. 
Wirth.        494. 

Woodland.  286,  514. 

Woodside.  323. 

Woodstock.  104. 

Zerah.        112,  577. 

C.  li.  M. 

Communion.        266. 

Hastings.        241. 

C.  P.  M. 

Ariel.        61,  159. 

Bremen.        305. 
Carparthus.        178. 
Meribah.        199.  312,  569. 
Treves.        296. 


S.  M. 

Addison.  32,  131,  294,  377. 

Boylston.  308,  428,  568. 

Braden.  445,  522,  528. 

Bonar.  D.        304,  586. 


Clymer.        135,   563. 

Dennis.        434,  601. 
Dover.         12,  454. 

FeroTison.        331. 
Font  Hill.        2. 
Forever  with  the  Lord. 
Furth.         D.         353. 


D. 


588. 


Gerar.        271,  334. 

Golden  Hill.        205,  381,  501. 

Greenwood.        82,  391,  443,  466,  588. 

Hants.        114. 
Haydn.        248,  324. 
Hemingford.        3,  511. 
Home.        408,  589. 

Kentucky.     ,  476. 

Laban.        7,  457. 
Lake  Enon.        441. 
Lebanon.        D.        99. 
Leighton.        365,  495. 
Lisbon.        34,  432. 
Luther.        £4,  198,  483. 

Momington.        44,  191,  218. 

Olmutz.        570,  596. 
Olney.        19,  275. 

Seir.        64,  438,  510. 

Shawmut.        480. 

Shepherd.        74. 

Silver  Street.        6. 

State  Street.        356,  421,  446. 

St.  Thomas.        202,  355,  458. 
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Thatcher.        40,  95. 

Trinity  College.        D.        222. 

Tucker.        440. 

VigU.        449. 

Watchman.        436. 

H.  M. 

Claremont.        8,  15. 

Gopsal.        144,  145. 

Haddam.        84,  487,  591. 
Harwich.        144,  145,  642. 

Lenox.        142,  163,  282. 
Lischer.        35,  37,  240. 

« 
Newman.        591. 

Stow.        242. 
Sutherland.        113. 

Warsaw.        231,  388,  537. 

Zebulon.        48. 

America.        538,  539. 
Bethany.        393. 
Dort.        158,  196. 
Italian  Hymn.        06, 
Olivet        364. 


6s  &  5s. 


Unity*        584. 


6s.    D. 


Emancipation.        347. 


Jewett        346. 


6s  &  Ss. 


EeUer.        583. 

7s. 
Aletta.        212,  452. 

Dallas.        337. 

Eshtemoa.        418,  437,  451. 

Fulton.        186. 

Hendon.        26,  67,  220,  518. 

HoUey.        531. 

Horton.      •  276,  279,  289. 

Ionia.        53,  444. 

Eozelnck.        523. 

Mercy.        187,  300. 
Mozart.        230. 

Nuremburg.        20,  214,  543. 

Onido.        243,  244. 

Pleyers  Hymn.        168,  488,  562. 
5^^ 
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Solitude. 
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7s  &  6s.    Trochaic. 

Amsterdam.        407. 
Confidence.        265. 


Wakeman. 
Wansted. 


239,  482. 
506. 


7s.    D. 


Benevento.        544. 
Beulah.        581. 

Comfort.        573. 

Eltham.        215,  652. 

Holbrook.        217,  358. 

Litany.  237. 

Martyn.        358. 
Morning  Star.        217. 


7s.    6  lines. 


Grethsemane.        120. 
Guide.        336. 

Halle.        21,  173,  516. 

Rosefield.        317. 

Sabbath.        36. 

Toplady.        310. 

Viola.       649. 


7s.    6  Iambic. 

Caskey.        368. 

Crucifix.        153,  201,  313. 

Mendebras.        41. 
Miriam.        268,  380. 
Missionary  Hymn.        221. 

O,  Sacred  Head.        130. 

Webb.        223,  382. 

When  His  Salvation  bringing.        503 


7,  6,  7,  7,  6. 

Pomeroy.        467. 

7,  6,  7,  6,  7,  7,  7,  6. 

Penitence.        303,  314,  415. 


7s  &  8s. 


Repose.        561. 


8s. 


Berkley.        470. 


De  Fleury.        D.        400. 


Enon's  Isle.        D.        397. 
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Hope         585. 


Vernon.        D.        625. 


8s  &  6s. 

The  Sinner's  Friend.        146. 

8s  &  7s. 

Bartimeus.        540. 

Cuvier.        433. 

GoodweU.        307,  529. 

Mandor.        11. 
Middleton.        132,  520. 
Mt.  Vernon.        556. 

Sicily.        394. 
Stockwell.        62,  396. 

Talmer.         108,  258. 

Wilmot.        133,  229. 
Worthing.        598. 


8s  &  7s.    J>. 


Autumn  132,  385. 

Bavaria.  150,  172. 

Bayley.  350. 

Ellsdie.  424. 

Greenville.  362. 


Harwell.  162. 
Nettleton.  16. 
Ripley.        154,  193. 

8s  &  7s.    6  lines. 

Regent  Square.        492. 

8S9  7s  &  4s. 

Alvan.        27. 
Atonement.        96,  274. 

Belmont.  274. 
Brest.        571. 

Calvary.        138. 

Guidance.        387. 
Greenville.        594,  596. 

Hamden.        269. 

Judgment.        566. 

Merlo.        31,  234,  600. 
Molucca.        206. 

Oliphant.        387,  594,  595. 

Saviour,  like  a  Shepherd.        4981 

Unam.        208. 

Zion.        278,  484. 
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8,  7,  8,  7,  7,  7. 


Life.       273. 


lOs. 


Eventide.        532. 


lOs  &  lis. 


Lyons.        5. 


lOs,  lis  &  12s. 

Soon  and  Forever.        587. 

lis. 

Frederick.       10,  471. 

Goshen.        226,  290. 

I  would  not  Live  Alway.       471. 

Kedron.        126. 

Looking  to  Jesus.        373. 

Portuguese  Hymn.        233,  363. 

Eesignation.        557. 


5,  5,  5,  11,  5,  5,  5,  11. 

New  Year's  Hymn.       547. 

11,  11,  11,  11,  5,  U. 

Sweet  Home.        580. 

lis  &  8s. 

Delight        4,  97. 

lis,  9s  &  12. 

Sweet  Stoiy,       499. 

lis  &  10s. 

Come,  ye  Disconsolate.        329. 

Erasmus.        170. 
Folsom.        17a 

11,  11,  11,  lO. 

Daughter  of  Zion.        228. 


12s. 


Scotland.        554. 


The  Voice  of  Free  Grace.        281. 


6Si 


«FamiLY  PRSYeR?.* 


-9SSS©- 


Mni}}  Soiimnj. 


O  God,  our  Father  in  heaven,  we  come  before  Thee  in  the  name  of  Jesas, 
to  offer  the  sacrifice  of  praise  and  thanksgiving.  Thou  art  clothed  with 
honor  and  majesty,  and  we  approach  Thee  with  reverence  and  holy  fear;  liut 
Thou  art  also  our  Father  in  Christ  Jesus,  and  we  would  come  with  filial 
confidence  and  love. 

We  thank  Thee  for  the  healthful  repose  of  the  night,  and  for  the  light  of 
this  day  of  the  Son  of  Man.  This  is  the  day  which  Thou  hast  made ;  we 
will  rejoice  and  be  glad  in  it.  We  thank  Thee  for  this  day,  so  rich  with  the 
memories  of  Thy  love,  so  joyful  with  the  light  and  hopes  of  the  resurrection 
and  of  the  life  immortal.  Oh,  may  Thy  love  beam  upon  us  with  the  fresh- 
ness and  inspiration  of  the  morning  light !  Grant  us  grace,  to  consecrate  this 
day  to  Thy  special  service  and  glory,  and  to  our  personal  sanctification.  May 
we  be  freed  from  all  the  cares  and  anxieties  of  the  world.  May  our  aspira- 
tions be  heavenward,  and  our  hearts  be  opened  to  all  the  sacred  suggestions 
and  influences  of  this  day.  May  they  be  sweetly  drawn  by  Thy  Spirit  into 
heavenly  communion,  and  rise  to  meet  Thy  fatherly  benediction. 

O  Lord,  grant  us  grace  to  unite  with  the  great  congregation  in  acceptable 
worship,  so  that  we  may  see  Thy  glory  in  the  sanctuary  this  day.  May  Thy 
ministers  be  clothed  with  salvation,  and  the  people  shout  for  joy.     May  the 
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word  be  preached  in  the  demonstration  of  the  Spirit  and  with  power.  May 
the  gospel  be  so  preached,  in  simplicity,  and  affectionate  earnestness,  that 
Jesus  may  draw  all  hearts  to  himself;  that,  as  of  old,  the  blind,  and 
lame,  and  halt  may  come  to  Jesus  in  the  temple,  and  be  healed :  that  the 
ignorant  may  be  enlightened,  the  wandering  reclaimed,  the  weak  estab- 
lished, the  mourner  comforted,  and  the  weary  and  heavy-laden  may  find  rest 
in  Jesus. 

Father  of  mercies,  remember  in  compassion  those  who  are  this  day  kept  in 
homes  of  sickness  and  sorrow.  May  private  affliction  subserve  the  designs 
of  public  instructions,  and  Thine  own  presence  and  spirit  make  the  chamber 
of  sickness,  and  the  home  of  sorrow,  the  house  of  God  and  the  gate  of 
heaven. 

Have  mercy,  O  Lord,  upon  a  world  that  lieth  in  wickedness.  Send  out 
Thy  light  and  truth,  that  all  nations,  whom  Thou  hast  made,  may  come  and 
worship  before  Thee,  and  glorify  Thy  name.  We  thank  Thee  for  all  the 
agijncies  and  instrumentalities  at  work  for  the  salvation  of  this  lost  world. 
We  bless  Thee  for  the  ministers,  who  are  preaching  the  gospel  at  home  and 
abroad.  May  their  number  be  increased  a  thousand-fold.  May  the  pious 
young  men  of  our  land  be  moved  by  Thy  Spirit,  and  the  love  of  Jesus,  to 
consecrate  themselves  to  the  Christlike  work  of  preaching  the  gospel.  Oh, 
grant  this  prayer,  and  multiply  the  heralds  of  the  cross,  and  extend  the 
boundaries  of  Christendom,  until  the  light  of  this  holy  day  shall  fall  on 
every  nation,  and  the  name  of  Jesus  shall  be  heard  to  earth's  remotest 
bound. 

And  now,  O  Lord,  what  wait  we  for  but  Thy  blessing?  God  be  merciful 
tinto  us  and  bless  us,  and  cause  His  face  to  shine  upon  us,  that  parents  and 
children,  and  all  the  members  of  this  household,  may  be  united  in  love,  and 
dwell  together  in  th«  unity  of  the  Spirit  and  in  the  bond  of  peace.  May  we 
all  this  day  receive  a  Father's  blessing,  and  enjoy  such  a  sweet  sense  of  Thy 
forgiving  love,  such  a  conscious  peace,  such  joyous  hopes  through  Jesus 
Christ,  as  shall  give  us  a  foretaste  and  an  earnest  of  heaven,  and  enable  us 
to  rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory  of  God.  Hear  us,  O  Thou  eternal  Son,  to 
whom,  with  Thee  the  Father,  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  all  honor  and  glory, 
world  without  end.     Amen. 
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We  adore  Thee,  0  Lord,  as  the  King  eternal,  immortal,  and  invisible,  the 
only  wise  God.  We  bless  Thee,  as  the  God  and  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  who  according  to  Thine  abundant  mercy  hast  begotten  us  again  imto 
a  lively  hope,  by  the  resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ  from  the  dead,  to  an 
inheritance  incorruptible  and  undefiled,  and  that  fadeth  not  away,  reserved 
in  heaven  for  us. 

We  thank  Thee,  that  the  lines  have  fallen  to  us  in  pleasant  places,  and 
that  we  have  a  goodly  heritage ;  that  we  have  enjoyed  this  day  the  blessings 
of  our  risen  Lord,  and  that  our  hearts  have  been  lifted  in  holy  aspiration  for 
our  heavenly  home.  We  bless  Thee  for  the  means  of  grace  and  the  hope  of 
glory.  We  bless  Thee  for  the  opportunities  we  have  enjoyed  this  day  of 
waiting  upon  Thee  in  the  public  worship  of  the  sanctuary,  and  in  private 
meditation  and  prayer,  and  for  every  good  impression  made  upon  our  minds 
by  the  ordinances  of  Thine  appointment.  Oh,  may  the  lessons  of  Thy  word 
guide  and  mould  our  life,  and  its  hopes  animate  us  in  every  work  of  faith  and 
labor  of  love.  May  the  word  of  Christ  dwell  in  us  richly  in  all  wisdom,  that 
we  may  teach  and  admonish  one  another  in  psalms  and  hymns  and  spiritual 
songs,  singing  with  grace  in  our  hearts  to  the  Lord.  Whatsoever  we  do, 
may  it  be  done  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  giving  thanks  to  God  the 
Father  by  Him. 

May  the  divine  impulses  and  aspirations  of  this  day  influence  us  during 
the  week,  so  that  in  our  daily  business,  in  the  social  circle,  and  in  our 
home -life,  we  may  adorn  the  doctrine  of   God  our  Saviour.       May  the 

634 


SABBATH  EVENING. 

name  and  love  of  Jesus  abide  with  us  as  a  constant  inspiration  and 
power  ip.  all  the  ways  of  our  life,  until  the  veil  is  lifted  and  we  behold 
His  face  in  glory. 

O  most  gracious  Father,  forgive  the  sins  of  this  day,  the  sins  of  our  holiest 
services,  for  the  sake  of  Jesus  our  Advocate  and  Redeemer.  Help  us  to 
forget  the  past,  and  press  toward  the  mark  for  the  prize  of  the  high  calling 
of  Grod  in  Christ  Jesus.  Oh,  grant  that  through  the  ordinances  of  thy  house, 
the  sanctified  trials  and  afflictions  of  life,  and  the  Holy  Spirit,  we  may  reach 
the  blessed  experience  of  the  apostle,  and  with  him  exclaim,  "Yea,  doubtless, 
and  we  count  all  things  but  loss  for  the  excellency  of  the  knowledge  of 
Christ  Jesus  our  Lord  .  . .  that  we  may  win  Christ  and  be  found  in  Him,  not 
having  our  own  righteousness,  which  is  of  the  law,  but  that  which  is  through 
the  faith  of  Christ,  the  righteousness  which  is  of  God  by  faith." 

Look  in  compassion  upon  Thy  servants  who  have  been  deprived  of  the 
privileges  of  the  •  sanctuary,  this  day  by  sickness  or  infirmity.  Give  them 
such  tokens  of  thy  presence  and  blessings  in  their  homes,  as  shall  cause  them 
to  know  that  Thou  art  not  confined  to  temples  made  with  hands.  Have 
mercy  upon  all  who  willfiiUy  absent  themselves  from  public  worship  and 
profane  Thy  Sabbaths,  and  turn  their  feet  to  Thy  sanctuary.  Be  gracious  to 
all  that  mourn  in  Zion.  Give  them  beauty  for  ashes,  the  oil  of  joy  for 
mourning,  and  the  garment  of  praise  for  the  spirit  of  heaviness. 

May  the  word  preached  be  blessed  to  the  conversion  of  sinners,  and  the 
upbuilding  of  Thy  people  in  their  most  holy  faith.  Remember  those  who 
have  gone  forth  to  preach  among  the  Grentiles  the  unsearchable  riches  of 
Christ,  and  bless  their  labors  for  the  salvation  of  souls;  and  be  Thou  a 
sanctuary  to  them  among  the  heathen.  Hasten,  O  Lord,  that  promised  day, 
when  the  heathen  shall  be  given  to  Christ  for  His  inheritance,  and  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  for  His  possession. 

And  now  we  commit  ourselves  to  Thy  fatherly  care,  and  protection  for  the 
night.  Grant  that  when  we  lie  down  to  the  last  sleep  of  earth,  it  may  be  in 
Jesus,  and  that  the  hymns  of  praise  in  these  temples  made  with  hands,  may 
be  prolonged  in  the  holier  worship  of  heaven,  where  with  all  the  redeemed 
we  shall  unite  in  ascriptions  of  honor  and  glory  to  Him  that  sitteth  upon  the 
throne,  and  unto  the  Lamb  forever  and  ever.     Amen. 
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O  God,  Thy  mercies  are  new  every  morning,  and  Thy  faithAilness  every 
uight.  Day  unto  day  uttereth  speech,  and  night  unto  night  showeth 
knowledge,  of  Thy  goodness  and  patience  and  power.  We  bless  Thee  for 
the  care  and  protection  of  the  night.  We  gather  about  our  family  altar,  as 
parents  and  children;  and  unite  in  this  grateful  offering  of  praise  to  the 
Father  of  all  our  mercies  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord. 

But  Thou  hast  magnified  Thy  word  above  all  Thy  name;  and  we  can 
never  be  sufficiently  thankful  for  the  revelation  of  Thy  will  in  the  Bible. 
We  thank  Thee  for  the  gift  of  Thy  Son  our  Saviour,  through  whom  we  have 
redemption  in  His  blood,  even  the  forgiveness  of  sin.  We  thank  Thee  for 
the  Holy  Spirit,  to  enlighten,  comfort,  and  sanctify  us  through  the  truth  as 
it  is  in  Jesus.  Oh,  may  we  bear  with  us,  into  the  cares  and  business  of  the 
week,  the  savor  of  Thy  grace,  and  the  holy  influences  and  incentives  of  the 
Sabbath  and  the  sanctuary.  Let  those  whom  we  meet  in  the  market-places, 
in  the  shop,  in  the  store,  in  the  social  circle,  in  the  yet  nearer  circle  of  home, 
take  knowledge  of  us  that  we  have  been  with  Jesus ;  and  may  our  profiting 
appear  unto  all  men.  May  we  put  on,  as  the  elect  of  God,  holy  and  beloved, 
bowels  of  mercies,  kindness,  humbleness  of  mind,  meekness,  long-suffering, 
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forbearing  one  another,  and  forgiving  one  another.    May  we  be  followers  of 
God,  as  dear  children. 

Be  with  us  this  day ;  guide  us  by  Thy  Spirit,  so  that  in  all  the  cares  and 
perplexities  of  life,  and  in  all  its  trials  and  sorrows,  we  may  look  to  Jesus, 
lest  we  should  become  weary  and  faint  in  our  minds.  May  we  have  grace  to 
take  up  our  cross  daily  and  follow  Jesus,  and  like  Him  to  bear  that  cross, 
despising  the  shame,  for  the  joy  that  is  set  before  us.  Oh,  grant  that  we 
may  live  every  day  as  pilgrims  on  their  way  to  glory.  May  we  rejoice  as 
though  we  rejoiced  not,  and  weep  as  though  we  wept  not,  and  buy  as  though 
we  possessed  not,  and  so  use  this  world  as  not  abusing  it ;  for  the  fashion  of 
it  passeth  away. 

O  Lord,  look  upon  all  the  children  of  men  with  a  Father's  compassion 
May  the  dead  hear  the  voice  of  the  Son  of  God,  and  live.  May  those  who 
a.sk  the  way  to  Zion,  find  the  way  to  the  cross  and  to  Jesus,  and  to  the  New 
Jerusalem.  Let  the  careless  sinner  be  startled  from  his  fatal  slumbers,  and 
fle*3  from  the  wrath  to  come.  Let  the  rich  be  poor  in  spirit,  and  the  poor  be 
made  rich  in  faith,  and  heirs  of  the  kingdom  which  Thou  hast  promised  to 
tliem  that  love  Thee. 

Bless  our  country,  O  Thou  Ruler  of  nations.  May  all  in  authority  fear 
G  od  and  work  righteousness.  May  we,  as  citizens  and  Christians,  seek  to 
elsvate  those  alone  to  high  stations  in  the  Government  who  reverence  Thee 
and  keep  Thy  commandments.  May  we  become  more  and  more,  both  in 
name  and  in  reality,  a  Christian  people.  May  all  the  vast  resources  of  this 
great  country  be  given  to  Christ  and  His  kingdom. 

And  now  unto  Him  that  is  able  to  keep  us  from  falling,  and  to  present  us 
faultless  before  the  presence  of  his  glory  with  exceeding  joy,  to  the  only  wise 
God  our  Saviour,  be  glory  and  majesty,  dominion  and  power,  both  now  and 
forever.    Amen. 
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O  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  hear  our  prayer!  Oive  ear,  O  God  of  Jacob! 
Behold,  O  God,  our  Shield,  and  look  upon  the  face  of  Thine  Anointed.  We 
come  in  His  all-prevailing  name.  We  have  nothing  of  our  own  to  plead- 
no  works,  no  worthiness,  no  promises.  We  would  make  mention  of  the 
righteousness  of  Jesus,  and  of  His  alone. 

As  we  bow  before  Thee  in  our  evening  worship,  we  are  conscious  of 
manifold  sins  and  shortcomings.  We  have  contracted  defilement  in  the 
business  and  cares  and  pleasures  of  the  day  that  is  gone.  We  have,  in  the 
temper  of  our  minds,  in  the  affections  of  our  hearts,  in  the  aim  and  tenor  of 
our  life,  come  short  of  Thy  glory.  We  have  been  ungrateful  to  Thee,  and 
uncharitable  to  man.  We  have  sinned,  in  thought,  word,  and  deed.  Have 
mercy  upon  us,  O  Lord,  according  to  Thy  loving-kindness;  according  to  the 
multitude  of  Thy  tender  mercies,  blot  out  our  transgressions.  Wash  us 
thoroughly  from  our  iniquities,  and  may  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanse  us 
from  all  sin.  Create  in  us  clean  hearts,  and  renew  right  spirits  within  us. 
May  we  be  Thy  workmanship,  created  in  Christ  Jesus,  and  prepared  unto 
every  good  work. 

O  our  Heavenly  Father,  grant  us  grace  to  bring  every  thought  and  feeling 
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and  purpose  of  our  life  into  complete  harmony  with  Thy  holy  will  in  Christ 
Jesus.  Withdraw  not  Thy  presence,  and  take  not  Thy  Holy  Spirit  from  us. 
Whether  we  are  called  to  do  Thy  will,  or  to  bear  it,  may  we  feel  that  our 
help  is  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  who  made  heaven  and  earth.  In  view  of 
our  spiritual  enemies,  clothe  us  with  the  whole  armor  of  God;  teach  our 
hands  to  war  and  our  fingers  to  fight ;  and  in  the  conflicts  of  life,  assure  our 
hearts  that  we  shall  be  more  than  conquerors  through  Him  that  loved  us. 

O  Thou  who  art  God  over  all,  blessed  forevermore,  remember  with  us  all 
for  whom  Thou  hast  taught  us  to  pray.  Hear  the  sighing  of  the  needy; 
cause  the  widow's  heart  to  sing  for  joy ;  and  in  Thee  may  the  fatherless  find 
mercy.  Give  all  needed  patience  and  comfort  to  the  sick  and  afllicted,  and 
save  the  dying,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

Bless  us  as  a  nation,  in  all  the  interests  of  our  civil  and  religious 
institutions.  Let  glory  dwell  in  our  land,  and  upon  all  the  glory  be  Thou 
a  defence.  Bless  all  societies  and  agencies  employed  for  the  coming  of  Thy 
kingdom.  Call  in  the  Jews  with  the  fulness  of  the  Gentiles.  Say  to  the 
North,  Give  up,  and  to  the  South,  Keep  not  back;  and  hasten  the  time 
when  Christ  shall  take  possession  of  the  kingdoms  under  the  whole  heavens, 
and  reign  forever. 

With  thanksgiving  for  all  the  mercies  of  another  day,  and  the  forgiveness 
of  all  our  sins  through  Jesus  Christ,  we  will  both  lay  ourselves  down  in 
peace  and  sleep ;  for  Thou,  Lord,  only  makest  us  dwell  in  safety ;  and  all  we 
ask  is  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  to  whom,  with  the  Father  and  the  Holy  Spirit, 
be  endless  praises.     Amen. 
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O  Lord,  Thou  art  good,  and  Thou  doest  good.  Thou  makest  the  outgoings 
of  the  morning  and  evening  to  rejoice.  Unite  our  hearts  to  fear  Thy  name, 
and  grant  that  we  may  worship  Thee  in  the  spirit,  and  rejoice  in  Christ 
Jesus,  and  have  no  confidence  in  the  flesh.  At  the  beginning  of  another 
day,  we  seek  together  as  a  family  Thy  blessing  and  grace. 

We  thank  Thee  for  the  mercies  of  another  night,  and  for  the  light  and 
goodness  which  encompass  us  this  morning.  Bless  the  Lord,  O  our  souls,  and 
forget  not  all  his  benefits :  Who  forgiveth  all  our  iniquities,  who  healeth  all 
our  diseases,  who  redeemeth  our  life  from  destruction,  who  crowneth  us  with 
loving-kindness  and  tender  mercies.  Truly,  O  Lord,  Thou  hast  not  left 
thyself  without  witness,  in  that  Thou  hast  been  doing  us  good,  and  giving  us 
rain  from  heaven,  and  fruitful  seasons,  filling  our  hearts  with  food  and 
gladness. 

As  we  are  about  to  enter  upon  the  duties  and  conflicts  of  this  new  day, 
we  look  devoutly  and  trustingly  to  the  hills  from  whence  cometh  our  help. 
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Our  help  cometh  from  the  Lord  who  made  heaven  and  earth.  Let  Thy 
grace  be  sufficient  for  the  duties  and  events  of  this  day.  As  husbands  or 
wives,  parents  or  children,  sisters  or  brothers,  may  we  so  conduct  ourselves 
in  our  several  relations  and  callings,  that  we  may  adorn  the  doctrine  of  God 
our  Saviour  in  all  things.  Let  all  bitterness,  and  wrath,  and  anger,  and 
clamor,  and  evil  speaking  be  put  away  from  us,  with  all  malice,  and  may  we 
be  kind  one  to  another,  tender-hearted,  forgiving  one  another,  even  as  God 
for  Christ's  sake  hath  forgiven  us.  And  oh,  grant  us  grace  to  be  followers 
of  him  who  was  meek  and  lowly  in  heart,  who  pleased  not  Himself,  who 
went  about  doing  good,  who  said,  My  meat  is  to  do  the  will  of  Him  that 
sent  me,  and  to  finish  His  work. 

O  Father,  bless  us  as  a  family.  May  every  one  of  our  household  be  found 
in  Christ,  and  members  of  the  household  of  faith,  and  heirs  of  the  heavenly 
kingdom.  Oh,  let  none  of  those  perish  whom  we  love  as  our  own  souls. 
Keep  them  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eye;  hide  them  under  the  shadow  of 
Thy  wing. 

Let  grace  and  peace  be  multiplied  to  all  who  have  obtaineS  like  precious 
faith  with  us;  and  if  Thou  art  pleased  to  try  that  faith,  may  the  trial  be 
found  unto  praise,  and  glory,  and  honor,  at  the  appearing  of  Jesus  Christ. 
Remember  in  great  mercy  the  poor  and  neglected,  and  those  who  cast  off 
Thy  fear,  and  live  in  sin,  without  Christ  and  without  hope  in  the  world.  Oh, 
teach  transgressors  Thy  ways,  and  let  sinners  be  converted  unto  Thee. 
Destroy  the  works  of  the  Devil.  Let  Thy  kingdom  come.  May  princes 
come  out  of  Egypt.  May  Ethiopia  stretch  forth  her  hands  unto  God.  And 
may  all  nations  whom  Thou  hast  made  ^ome  and  worship  before  Thee.  For 
Thine,  O  God,  is  the  power ;  and  Thine  shall  be  the  glory,  through  our  Lord 
and  Saviour.    Amen. 
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O  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  excellent  is  thy  name  in  all  the  earth,  who  hast 
set  Thy  glory  above  the  heavens.  Our  grateftil  hearts  would  surround  Thy 
throne,  to  offer  up  our  evening  incense  of  praise  and  thanksgiving.  We 
come  with  our  children,  before  Thee,  our  common  Father,  from  whom  cometh 
every  good  and  perfect  gift.  We  bless  Thee  for  all  thy  kindness  and  love  to 
us  this  day :  for  our  life,  and  health,  food  and  raiment,  home  and  friends. 
We  thank  Thee  for  the  sweet  assurance  that  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children, 
so  the  Lord  pitieth  them  that  fear  Him.  Above  all  other  gifts  do  we  praise 
Thee,  that  Thou  hast  called  us  to  be  Thy  children  in  Christ  Jesus.  Oh, 
remember  us  with  the  favor  Thou  hast  to  Thy  people.  Let  our  Father's 
blessing  come  upon  us  this  evening,  upon  parents  and  children,  and  upon  all 
who  dwell  under  this  roof. 

O  Father,  forgive  us  the  sins  of  the  past  day — sins  of  temper,  of 
worldliness,  of  unbelief  in  departing  from  the  living  Grod.  Oh,  hide  Thy 
face  from  our  sins,  and  blot  out  all  our  iniquities,  through  Jesus  Christ, 
whose  blood  cleanseth  from  all  sin.  Cast  us  not  away  from  Thy  presence, 
and  take  not  Thy  Holy  Spirit  from  us.  Restore  unto  us  the  joys  of  Thy 
salvation,  and  uphold  us  with  Thy  free  Spirit.  Then  will  we  teach  trans- 
gressors Thy  way,  and  sinners  shall  be  converted  unto  Thee. 

O  thou  that  dwellest  in  the  heavens,  look  down  upon  us  as  a  family,  and 
give  us  at  the  close  of  the  day  a  father's  forgiveness,  and  a  father's  blessing. 
May  the  ties  of  blood  and  of  mutual  dependence,  which  unite  us  in  our 
home,  be  sweetened  and  hallowed  by  the  bonds  of  grace,  that  we  may  all 
be  followers  of  Thee  as  dear  children,  and  members  of  the  household  of 
faith,  and  may  at  length  reach  our  Father's  house  in  heaven. 

Grant  us  grace,  that  as  we  have  opportunity  we  may  do  good  unto  all 
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men ;  and  having  tasted  that  the  Lord  is  gracious,  may  we  ever,  by  personal 
effort,  as  well  as  by  a  holy  and  joyous  Christian  life,  be  saying  to  those 
around  us,  Oh,  taste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  good ;  blessed  is  the  man  that 
trusteth  in  Him.  And  let  our  endeavors  be  successful  in  winning  souls  to 
Christ,  that  they  may  be  saved  from  the  second  death.  Especially,  O  Lord, 
do  we  pray  for  our  friends,  that  they  may  all  become  the  friends  of  Jesus, 
fellow-heirs  with  us  of  the  grace  of  life,  and  fellow-laborers  with  "us  in  the 
Lord's  vineyard. 

Let  the  rising  generation  be  a  seed  to  serve  Thee.  Excite  them  by  the 
command.  Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth;  and 
encourage  them  by  the  promise,  I  love  them  that  love  me,  and  they  that 
seek  me  early  shall  find  me. 

O  Thou,  Father  of  all  mercies,  and  Gk>d  of  all  comfort,  have  pity  upon 
all  men.  Smile  upon  our  country,  and  fill  our  churches  with  Thy  glory. 
Be  a  father  to  the  fatherless ;  plead  the  cause  of  the  widow ;  comfort  and 
relieve  the  sick ;  be  near  the  dying,  and  prepare  them  for  the  eternal  future, 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

O  Jesus,  Thou  Son  of  God,  and  Saviour  of  the  world,  have  mercy  upon 
the  millions  who  are  yet  sitting  in  darkness,  and  in  the  region  and  shadow 
of  death;  and  to  every  section  of  our  globe,  say,  through  Thy  preached 
gospel,  and  the  descending  Spirit,  Arise,  shine,  for  thy  light  is  come,  and  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee.  Baise  up  and  send  forth  many  more 
laborers;  for  the  harvest  truly  is  great.  May  all  who  profess  Thy  name, 
pray,  and  give,  and  work  for  the  coming  of  Thy  kingdom.  Blessed  be  the 
Lord  God  of  Israel,  who  only  doeth  wondrous  things  I  Blessed  be  His 
glorious  name  forever,  and  let  the  whole  earth  be  filled  with  His  glory  I 

And  now,  O  Jesus,  abide  with  us,  for  it  is  evening,  and  the  day  is  far 
spent.  May  we  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  the  morning  to  sing  of  Thy 
mercy.  Be  with  us  through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life ;  and  when  heart 
and  flesh  fail,  be  Thou  the  strength  of  our  hearts  and  our  portion  forever. 
And  through  eternal  ages  may  it  be  our  privilege  to  unite  with  those  who 
are  singing,  unto  Him  that  loved  us,  and  washed  us  from  our  sins  in  His  own 
blood,  and  hath  made  us  kings  and  priests  unto  God,  and  to  His  Father— to 
Him  be  glory  and  dominion  forever  and  ever.     Amen. 
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Almighty  God,  our  Heavenly  Father,  through  whose  kindness  we  have 
been  preserved  from  the  perils  of  another  night,  vouchsafe  unto  us  this  day 
Thy  blessing.  Strengthen  us  for  the  performance  of  the  duties  now  before 
us.  And  since  Thou  hast  ordained  labor  to  be  the  lot  of  man,  and  knowest 
the  wants  and  necessities  of  all  Thy  creatures,  bless,  from  time  to  time,  our 
several  endeavors  and  employments.  Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread. 
Feed  us  with  food  convenient  for  us.  If  it  be  Thy  pleasure  to  cause  ug  to 
abound  in  the  good  things  of  this  life,  give  us  a  compassionate  spirit,  that  we 
may  be  ready  to  relieve  the  wants  of  others;  but  let  neither  riches  nor 
poverty  estrange  our  hearts  from  Thee,  nor  cause  us  to  become  indifferent  to 
those  treasures  in  heaven,  which  can  never  be  taken  from  us.  And,  into 
whatever  circumstances  of  life  we  may  be  brought,  teach  us  to  be  cheerful 
and  content.  In  our  affliction,  let  us  remember  how  often  we  have  been 
succored ;  and  in  our  prosperity,  may  we  acknowledge  from  whose  hand  our 
blessings  are  received. 

And  do  Thou  dispose  us  all,  most  merciful  God,  so  to  remember  our  sins, 
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that  we  may  be  brought  to  true  repentance,  and  unfeigned  sorrow,  and  con* 
trition  of  soul.  Strengthen  our  faith  in  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord ;  and  grant, 
that  through  the  gracious  help  of  Thy  Holy  Spirit,  we  may  obtain  that  peace 

a 

which  the  world  cannot  give  or  take  away :  and  may  we  be  enabled  to  pass 
the  residue  of  our  lives  in  humble  resignation  and  willing  obedience.  We 
acknowledge,  O  God,  that  every  day  is  Thy  gift,  and  ought  to  be  used 
according  to  Thy  command.  0  Thou,  in  whose  hands  are  life  and  death, 
and  by  whose  mercy  we  are  spared,  help  us  so  to  improve  the  time,  that  we 
may  every  day  become  more  holy  in  Thy  sight:  and  when  it  shall  please 
Thee  to  call  us  from  this  mortal  state,  may  we  resign  our  souls  into  Thy 
hands  with  confidence  and  hope :  and  may  we  finally  find  mercy,  and  obtain 
a  joyfiil  resurrection  to  eternal  life,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

We  commend  to  Thy  fatherly  goodness  all  our  relatives  and  friends,  espe^ 
cially  those  who  are  the  most  closely  united  to  us.  We  beseech  Thee  to  look 
mercifully  upon  them :  and  grant  them  whatever  may  most  promote  their 
present  and  e'ternal  joy. 

Bless  the  President  of  the  United  States,  and  all  in  authority  over  us. 
Extend  Thy  goodness  to  our  whole  land.  Pity  the  sorrows,  and  relieve  the 
necessities  of  all  mankind.  And  let  Thy  kingdom  come,  and  Thy  will  bo 
done  on  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven. 

O  Lord,  hear  our  prayers,  for  Jesus  Christ's  sake,  to  whom,  with  Thee  and 
the  Holy  Ghost,  be  all  honor  and  glory,  world  without  end.     Amen. 
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Almighty  and  everlasting  God,  we  would  adore  and  praise  Thee  this  night, 
as  the  God  and  Father  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ:  and  we  would 
draw  near  to  Thee  by  faith,  and  hold  communion  with  Thee,  as  our  reconciled 
Father  in  Him.  We  have,  indeed,  offended  Thee  times  and  ways  without 
number,  and  are  by  nature  children  of  wrath,  even  as  others;  but  behold, 
what  manner  of  love  the  Father  hath  bestowed  upon  us,  that  we  should  be 
called  the  sons  of  God.  We  give  Thee,  O  God,  all  praise  and  glory  for  this 
assurance  of  Thy  love :  we  bless  Thee,  that  when  we  were  without  hope,  and 
without  help.  Thine  own  Eternal  and  well-beloved  Son  gave  Himself  for  our 
sins,  that  He  might  deliver  us  from  this  present  evil  world,  according  to  the 
will  of  God  our  Father :  and  we  rejoice  to  know,  that  Thou  hast  raised  Him 
from  the  dead,  made  Him  head  over  all  things  to  His  Church,  and  exalted 
Him  a  Prince  and  a  Saviour,  to  give  repentance  and  forgiveness  of  sins  to 
Israel.  May  we,  indeed,  be  children  of  God,  by  faith  in  Jesus  Christ :  may 
we  be  called  by  His  grace,  and  separated  by  His  Spirit  for  His  service.  May 
we  know  the  truth  as  it  is  in  Jesus,  and  may  the  truth  make  us  free.  May 
we  enjoy  the  glorious  liberty  of  the  children  of  God.     May  we  hold  fast  the 
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form  of  sound  words,  which  we  have  heard  in  faith  and  love  which  is  in 
Christ  Jesus. 

Be  pleased,  O  God,  to  reveal  Thy  Son  in  us,  and  give  us  the  spirit  of 
wisdom  and  revelation  in  the  knowledge  of  Jesus  Christ ;  forbid  that  any  of 
us  should  come  short  through  unbelief.  Lord,  help  our  unbelief:  increase 
our  faith,  and  bring  us  more  under  its  influence,  that  our  lives  may  be  spent 
to  Thy  glory,  to  the  honor  of  our  Christian  profession,  and  to  our  own  peace 
and  comfort.  Forbid,  O  Lord,  that  any  of  us  should  deceive  ourselves,  by  a 
form  of  godliness,  without  the  power  of  it ;  but  may  we  all,  assisted  by  Thy 
grace,  press  forward  to  the  blessed  experience  and  full  enjoyment  of  Thy 
service. 

Be  pleased,  O  God,  to  hear  our  prayers  in  behalf  of  the  sick,  the  afflicted, 
and  the  dying :  be  a  present  help  in  every  time  of  need.  For  our  friends 
and  brethren,  we  would  also  put  up  our  supplications  before  Thee,  O  Father 
of  mercies!  May  grace  and  peace  from  God  the  Father,  and  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  be  extended  to  all  men.  May  all  people  be  blessed  in  Jesus,  and  may 
all  call  Him  blessed.  With  grateful  hearts  for  all  Thy  goodness  to  us  in- 
dividually, and  as  a  family,  we  would  this  evening  commend  ourselves  to  the 
protection  of  Him,  who  neither  slumbers  nor  sleeps.  May  we  be  raised  up 
in  the  morning  in  health,  and  in  soundness  of  mind,  ready  and  willing  to 
devote  our  lives  anew  to  the  service  and  glory  of  our  God.  Accept  our 
humble  worship,  and  forgive  all  our  sins  for  Christ's  sake — to  whom, 
with  Thee,  O  Father,  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  all  glory  forever  and 
ever.     Amen. 
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OuK  Father  who  art  in  iieaven,  we,  Thine  unworthy  creatures,  would  bow 
before  Thee,  this  morning,  to  thank  and  to  bless  Thy  holy  name,  for  all  Thy 
goodness  and  mercy  towards  us.  Thou  art  the  Father  of  our  spirits,  the 
former  of  our  bodies,  and  the  giver  of  every  good  and  perfect  gift.  Thou 
hast  bestowed  upon  us  many  temporal  and  spiritual  blessings.  Thou  hast 
liberally  supplied  our  daily  returning  wants.  Thou  hast  preserved  us  from 
danger.  Thou  hast  delivered  us  out  of  temptation,  and  guided  us  in 
difficulty,  and  comforted  us  in  sorrow.  And  when  we  look  back  on  the  way 
by  which  Thou  hast  led  us,  we  may  truly  say  that  goodness  and  mercy  have 
followed  us  all  the  days  of  our  lives.  But,  O  Lord,  we  must  confess,  with 
shame  and  sorrow,  that  though  Thou  hast  nourished  and  brought  us  up  as 
children,  yet  we  have  rebelled  against  Thee.  We  have  sinned  against  heaven 
and  in  Thy  sight,  and  are  no  more  worthy  to  be  called  Thy  children.  Do 
Thou  awaken  us  all  to  a  just  sense  of  our  guilt.  Give  unto  each  of  us  that 
godly  sorrow  for  sin  which  worketh  repentance  unto  salvation,  and  lead  us  to 
that  fountain  which  has  been  opened  for  sin  and  uncleanness,  so  that  we  may 
be  washed,  and  sanctified,  and  justified  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  and 
by  the  Spirit  of  our  God.  O  God,  be  merciful  unto  us,  and  bless  us.  Cause 
Thy  face  to  shine  upon  us,  anct  we  shaii  be  saved.    May  we  be  cleansed  from 
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all  our  sins  in  the  atoning  blood  of  Christ.  May  we  be  clothed  with  His 
perfect  righteousness,  so  that  we  may  be  accepted  in  the  Beloved,  and  may 
enjoy  the  peace  of  Grod  which  passeth  understanding.  Deliver  us  from  a 
spirit  of  bondage,  causing  us  again  to  fear,  and  grant  us  a  spirit  of  adoption, 
whereby  we  shall  cry  Abba,  Father.  May  the  love  of  God  be  shed  abroad 
in  our  hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  may  our  souls  be  filled  with  His  saving 
grace  and  sanctifying  influences,  so  that  henceforth  we  may  live  as  obedient 
children,  and  may  walk  steadfastly  in  the  way  that  leadeth  to  everlasting 
life. 

Enable  us  to  deny  all  ungodliness  and  worldly  lusts,  to  live  as  pilgrims 
and  strangers  upon  the  earth,  and  to  prepare,  by  patient  continuance  in  well- 
doing, for  that  better  country  which  the  Saviour  is  preparing  for  them  that 
love  Him.  O  Lord,  let  Thy  kingdom  come.  Let  Thy  will  be  done  by  us, 
and  by  all  our  fellow-creatures  throughout  the  earth,  even  as  it  is  done  in 
heaven.  Build  up  the  waste  places  in  Zion.  Increase  the  number  of  faithful 
ministers,  and  grant  them  an  abundant  supply  of  the  spirit  of  wisdom  and 
love.  Hasten  the  time  when  the  fulness  of  the  Gentiles  shall  come  in,  and 
all  Israel  shall  be  saved.  Regard  the  prayer  of  the  destitute,  and  prepare  of 
Thy  goodness  for  the  poor.  Hear  the  cry  of  the  distressed,  and  send  help 
from  above.  May  the  dying  die  in  the  Lord,  that  death  may  be  to  them  the 
entrance  into  everlasting  life.  Be  very  gracious,  O  Lord,  to  our  friends  and 
relatives.  Our  heart's  desire  and  prayer  for  them  is,  that  they  may  be  saved. 
Dwell  in  this  family.  Be  Thou  the  God  of  each  member  of  it,  and  make  us 
all  Thy  people.  Accept  of  our  hearty  thanks  for  the  mercies  of  the  past 
night.  Take  us  into  thy  holy  protection  this  day ;  and  be  with  us,  to  bless 
us  and  to  do  us  good,  both  now  and  forever,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 
Amen. 
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O  Lord  f)ur  God,  to  whom  can  we  go  but  unto  Tuee  ?  Thou  hast  the 
words  of  eternal  life.  Thou  art  the  God  of  our  salvation.  Thou  art  good, 
and  Thy  tender  mercies  are  over  all  Thy  works :  we  are  the  living  monuments 
of  Thy  sparing  mercy ;  for  iniquities,  we  confess,  abound  amongst  us.  Do 
Thou  blot  out  all  our  transgressions.  Hide  Thy  face  from  our  sins,  and 
teach  us  to  know  the  blessedness  of  the  man  whom  Thou  choosest  and  causest 
to  approach  unto  Thee.  We  bless  Thee,  that  Thou  hast  no  pleasure  in  the 
death  of  him  that  dieth,  but  rather  that  all  should  turn  unto  Thee  and  live. 
Turn  us,  O  Lord,  and  we  shall  be  turned;  draw  us,  and  we  shall  run  after 
Thee ;  heal  us,  and  we  shall  be  healed ;  save  Thou  us,  and  we  shall  be  saved. 
For  the  sake  of  Thy  dear  Son,  who  died  for  our  sins,  do  Thou  heal  all  our 
backslidings,  receive  us  graciously,  and  love  us  freely.  We  rejoice  that  He 
died,  the  just  for  the  unjust,  that  He  might  bring  us  unto  God.  We  bless 
Thee  for  the  hopes  and  promises  of  the  gospel.  Oh,  teach  us,  and  enable  us 
to  improve  diligently  the  means  of  grace,  with  which  we  are  so  highly 
favored,  ever  remembering  that  to  whom  much  is  given,  of  them  much  shall 
be  required.  May  we  walk  worthy  of  the  vocation  wherewith  we  are  called ; 
may  we  adorn  the  doctrine  of  God  our  Saviour  in  all  things,  and  so  conduct 
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ourselves,  at  all  times  and  in  all  circumstances,  that  we  may  not  grieve  Thy 
Holy  Spirit. 

Gracious  God,  our  Heavenly  Father,  do  Thou  shed  abroad  Thy  love  in 
our  hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  inspire  us  with  a  hatred  of  everything 
that  is  displeasing  to  Thee..  To  this  end,  bless  to  us  those  religious  services  in 
which  as  a  family  we  engage.  May  we  wait  upon  Thee  in  them  with  pre- 
pared hearts,  that  we  may  be  acceptable  worshippers  in  Thy  sight.  Enable 
us  to  hear  Thy  word  with  due  attention,  open  our  minds  to  all  its  instructions, 
and  bow  our  hearts  to  humble  obedience.  Help  us  by  Thy  grace,  to  show 
mercy  and  speak  truth,  to  do  righteousness  and  to  follow  peace.  Fill  us  with 
kind  and  charitable  dispositions  towards  each  other,  and  let  the  peace  of  God 
rule  in  our  hearts.  May  we  ever  keep  our  tongue  from  evil  and  our  lips  from 
speaking  guile.  And  may  the  very  God  of  peace  himself  sanctify  us  wholly ; 
and  we  pray  God  that  our  whole  spirit,  and  soul,  and  body  may  be  preserved 
blameless  unto  the    ^raing  of  the  Lord  Jesus. 

-•'  <•  '     0 

Be  pleased,  O  Lord,  to  clothe  Thy  priests  with  righteousness,  and  hasten 
the  time  when  every  knee  shall  bow  to  Jesus,  and  every  tongue  shall  confess 
that  He  is  Lord  to  the  glory  of  God  the  Father.  And,  O  God  of  love  and 
mercy,  do  Thou  spread  among  Christians  of  every  profession,  a  spirit  of  for- 
bearance, and  candor,  and  love,  that  all  may  endeavor  to  keep  the  unity  of 
the  spirit  in  the  bond  of  peace.  Be  favorable  to  our  beloved  la^d.  Bless 
our  friends,  and  give  them  an  interest  in  the  salvation  of  Christ.  Look  in 
mercy  upon  the  sick,  and  sanctify  their  afflictions  to  them.  Visit  the  dying 
with  salvation,  and  teach  us  to  remember  the  shortness  of  time  and  the  never- 
ending  importance  of  eternity.  Bless  tho  young  with  teachable  minds  and 
sanctified  hearts,  that  they  may  remember  Thee  their  Creator.  Watch  over 
us  this  night.  May  we  lie  down  impressed  with  a  sense  of  Thy  goodness ; 
may  we  awake  in  Thy  fear,  enjoying  Thy  favor,  and  rise  with  renewed 
strength  to  discharge  the  duties  of  life  and  run  the  way  of  Thy  command- 
ments. Hear  our  prayer,  forgive  our  sins,  sanctify  our  natures,  and  save  our 
souls  for  Christ's  sake,  to  Whom,  with  Thee,  O  Father,  and  the  Holy  Ghost, 
be  all  glory,  forever  and  ever.     Amen. 
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Great  God,  to  whom  the  darkness  and  the  light  are  both  Tilike,  we  draw 
nigh  to  Thee  with  confidence,  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ,  our  adorable 
Redeemer.  We  thank  Thee,  that  Thou  hast  not  left  us  to  the  darkness  of 
nature,  but  hast  given  us  Thy  holy  Word  g,s  a  lamp  to  our  feet  and  a  light 
to  our  path.  Help  us,  O  Lord,  ever  to  walk  in  Thy  ways.  We  thank  Thee 
for  Thy  care  through  the  nighty  and  for  all  the  blessings  with  which  Thou 
art  crowning  our  lives  on  this  day.  We  confess  to  Thee,  the  heart-searching 
God,  all  our  manifold  sins.  We  mourn  our  unfaithfulness,  and  the  evil  of 
our  hearts.  Create  within  us  clean  hearts^  O  Grod,  and  renew  within  us  right 
spirits. 

Give  us  Thy  promised  Comforter,  to  enlighten,  to  guide,  to  restrain,  to 
quicken,  to  comfort,  and  strengthen  us  this  day  as  Thou  seest  we  need. 
Oh,  make  plain  the  path  of  duty  for  our  feet,  and  uphold  us  that  we  fall  not. 
So  fill  us  with  Thy  good  Spirit  that  we  may  be  delivered  from  all  pride  and 
passion,  from  all  envy  and  ill-will,  from  evil  thinking  and  evil  speaking ;  and 
give  us  that  fervent  charity  which  covers  a  multitude  of  sins.  Make  our 
home  happy,  and  our  lives  useful.    We  would  not  live  unto  ourselves,  but 
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unto  Him  who  loved  us,  and  gave  Himself  for  us.  Help  us  in  all  our 
domestic  duties,  that  we  may  glorify  Thee.  Let  our  Hfe  and  health  be 
precious  in  Thy  sight.  Bless  our  beloved  friends,  wherever  they  are,  with 
the  rich  blessings  of  Thy  providence  and  grace.  Remember  the  poor,  the 
suffering,  the  distressed  of  every  class,  and  be  to  them  a  very  present  help  in 
trouble.  Pour  out  Thy  Spirit  richly  upon  Thy  Church.  Bless  all  her 
agencies  for  good.  Give  Thy  word  success  everywhere.  Revive  pure  and 
undefiled  religion.  Increase  the  number  of  laborers  in  Thy  vineyard,  and 
fill  us  all  more  and  more  with  the  mind  that  was  in  Him,  who  went  about 
doing  good. 

Cause  our  land  to  rejoice  in  the  salvation  of  the  gospel.  Give  wisdom 
and  grace  to  our  rulers,  that  they  may  rule  in  Thy  fear;  and  incline  all 
the  people  to  walk  in  the  paths  of  truth  and  uprightness,  that  this  may 
be  Immanuel's  land.  Extend  the  knowledge  of  Thy  truth  to  the  nations  of 
the  earth,  and  bless  all  the  means  employed  to  enlighten  and  evangelize  the 
world ;  that  our  adorable  Redeemer  may  soon  be  acknowledged  everywhere 
as  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords.  These  mercies  we  ask  for  His  name's 
sake.     Amen. 
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Our  Father  in  Jieaven,  we  reverently  draw  nigh  to  Thee  at  the  close  of 
another  day,  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  our  adorable  Redeemer.  As  the  shades 
of  evening  gather  around  us,  we  gather  at  the  mercy  seat,  and  look  up  with 
confidence.  Goodness  and  mercy  have  followed  us  all  this  day.  Thou  hast 
defended,  and  kept,  and  blest  us.  In  Thee  we  live,  and  move,  and  have  our 
being.  Oh,  help  us  to  live  to  the  honor  and  glory  of  Thy  name ;  to  show 
forth  Thy  praise,  not  only  with  our  lips,  but  by  living  obediently,  humbly, 
prayerfully  before  Thee,  filled  with  the  same  mind  which  was  in  our  blessed 
Redeemer.  We  confess  our  sins.  Thou,  O  Lord,  knowest  us  altogether — 
our  inner  and  our  outer  life;  and  we  rejoice  that  Thou  dost  know  us.  Pardon 
and  deliver  us  from  all  our  sins.  We  trust  the  merit  of  Thy  blood,  blessed 
Saviour ! 

"  Nothing  in  our  hands  we  bring ; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  we  cling." 

Bless  the  labor  of  the  day,  that  through  our  feeble  instrumentality  the  cause 
of  truth  and  righteousness,  the  kingdom  of  our  Redeemer  may  daily  be  pro- 
moted.    Teach  us  so  to  number  our  days  that  we  may  apply  our  hearts  unto 
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wisdom.  Take  us  into  Thy  holy  keeping  during  the  dark  watches  of  the 
night.  We  will  lay  us  down  in  peace  and  sleep,  because  Thou,  Lord,  makest 
us  to  dwell  in  safety.  Bless  our  beloved  friends.  Make  them  all  Thy  friends. 
Prosper  them,  and  grant  them  Thy  peace.  If  any  of  them  are  out  of  Christ, 
work  in  them  repentance,  and  lead  them  to  the  dear  Saviour.  Have  mercy 
upon  the  homes  that  have  no  family  altar,  no  God  and  Saviour,  where  parents 
and  children  walk  together  in  the  broad  road  that  leads  to  death.  Teach  us 
to  lead  souls  to  the  Fountain  that  cleanses  from  sin.  Remember  the  poor 
and  friendless,  the  sick  and  dying,  the  sorrowing  and  disconsolate.  Give 
them  beauty  for  ashes,  the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning,  and  the  garment  of  praise 
for  the  spirit  of  heaviness. 

Bless  the  Church,  with  her  ministry,  and  all  her  agencies  for  good. 
Revive  pure  and  undefiled  religion.  Cause  our  whole  land  to  rejoice 
in  Thy  salvation,  and  lead  all  nations  to  acknowledge  that  blessed  Saviour 
whom  we  adore,  and  to  Him,  with  the  Father  and  the  ever-blessed  Spirit, 
be  all  honor  and  glory,  world  without  end.     Amen. 
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Unto  Thee  lift  we  up  our  eyes,  O  Thou  that  dwellest  m  the  heavens.  Our 
voices  shalt  Thou  hear  in  the  r  )rning ;  in  the  morning  will  we  direct  our 
prayer  unto  Thee,  and  will  Ic  ^^  up.  We  laid  us  down  and  slept,  and  we 
awoke,  for  Thou,  Lord,  didst  sustain  us.  The  pestilence,  that  walketh  in  the 
darkness,  has  not  visited  us.  We  gather  with  devout  and  thankful  hearts 
around  our  domestic  altar,  and  bring  to  Thee,  our  Heavenly  Father,  our 
morning  sacrifice  of  praise  and  thanksgiving.  Oh,  grant  us  Thy  Holy  Spirit, 
that  ours  may  be  the  sacrifice  of  a  broken  and  contrite  heart.  We  confess 
our  sins,  but  Thou  art  the  God  of  mercy,  and,  blessed  be  Thy  holy  name,  the 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  Thy  Son,  cleanseth  from  all  sin. 

"  To  the  dear  fountain  of  Thy  blood, 
Incarnate  God,  we  fly." 

Lamb  of  God,  that  takest  away  the  sin  of  the  world,  have  mercy  upon  us, 
and  take  away  our  sin.  In  our  going  out  and  coming  in,  in  all  our  duties  at 
home  and  abroad,  may  Thy  fear  this  day  be  before  our  eyes,  and  Thy  love 
be  in  our  hearts,  that  our  ways  may  please  Thee.  Prosper  us  in  our  lawful 
and  laudable  undertakings.  Thy  blessing  maketh  rich,  and  addeth  no  sorrow. 
Make  us  a  blessing,  our  Father,  to  all  with  whom  we  associate  this  day. 
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Bless  our  neighbors  and  friends,  all  connected  with  us  by  ties  of  blood  and 
of  love.  Make  our  friends  Thy  friends,  by  giving  them  Thy  Holy  Spirit, 
and  adopting  them  into  Thy  family.  Remember  the  friendless  and  the  op- 
pressed, the  poor  and  the  needy,  the  destitute  and  the  afflicted,  the  sick  and 
the  dying.  Grant  unto  them  all  according  to  their  needs,  and  give  them  to 
see  that  Thou  dost  make  all  things  to  work  togethei  for  good  to  them  that 
love  Thee. 

We  pray  that  Thy  Spirit  may  be  poured  upon  our  schools,  and  colleges, 
and  seminaries  of  learning — upon  those  who  teach,  and  upon  all  who  are 
taught,  that  these  may  be  fountains  of  blessing  to  the  land  and  to  the  world. 
Bless  our  land  with  wise  and  righteous  rulers,  with  just  and  salutary  laws, 
with  an  obedient  and  God-fearing  people.  Cause  us  to  be  the  light  and  the 
joy  of  the  whole  earth,  that  the  nations  may  walk  in  our  lights  because  Christ 
is  our  King.  Revive  pure  religion  in  all  Thy  churches.  Deliver  Thy  people 
from  all  unbelief  and  worldliness,  from  all  untruth  and  un charitableness. 
Bless  all  who  labor  to  spread  the  gospel  ;  M  lead  sinners  to  the  Saviour. 
Encourage  them,  and  suffer  not  their  faith  to  fail.  Remember,  especially, 
those  who  labor  amid  heathen  darkness ;  and  may  Christ  ever  be  the  light 
and  joy  of  their  souls. 

Grant  us,  O  Lord,  these  mercies,  with  all  else  that  Thou  seest  we 
need,  for  the  sake  of  Jesus  Christ,  who  hath  taught  us  to  pray.  Our 
Father,  who  art  in  heaven;  Hallowed  be  Thy  Name;  Thy  kingdom 
cojne ;  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven ;  Give  us  this  day  our 
daily  bread ;  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  those  who  trespass 
against  us ;  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation ;  But  deliver  us  from  evil ;  Foi 
Thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for  ever  and  ever. 
Amen. 
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By  Thy  mercy,  0  Lord,  we  are  spared  to  the  close  of  another  day,  and  of 
another  week.  And,  as  our  days  on  earth  are  rapidly  passing  away,  we  pray 
that  we  may  be  diligent  in  the  work  of  life,  doing  well  whatsoever  we  do, 
honoring  God  in  our  dailf  life,  and  furthering  the  interests  of  our  blessed 
Redeemer*3  kingdom.  Forgive,  we  humbly  pray  Thee,  the  sins  of  this  day, 
and  of  this  week.  Deliver  us  from  ingratitude,  and  from  forgetfulness  of  our 
Heavenly  Father,  the  Giver  of  every  good  gift.  Thou  art  slow  to  anger,  and 
of  great  mercy.  Have  mercy  upon  us,  O  God,  according  to  Thy  loving- 
kindness  ;  and,  according  to  the  multitude  of  Thy  tender  mercies,  blot  out  all 
our  transgressions.  Give  us  more  and  more  of  Thy  Holy  Spirit,  that  amid 
the  bounties  of  Thy  providence,  and  ths  richer  blessings  of  Thy  grace,  our 
hearts  may  ascend  to  Thee  in  gratitude,  and  our  lives  show  forth  Thy 
praise. 

Dear  Jesus,  abide  with  us  in  our  home,  and  may  Thy  love  fill 
our  hearts.  In  times  of  darkness  be  our  Light.  In  our  sorrow 
cheer  us;  when  we  are  tempted,  succor  us.  Be  our  Rock  and  Refuge, 
and  may  Thy  peace  ever  keep  our  hearts  and  minds.     Prepare  us  all,  we 

658 


SATURDAY  EVENING. 

pray  Thee,  and  all  Thy  people,  for  the  solemn  responsibilities  and  blessed 
privileges  of  the  coming  Sabbath ;  that  we  may  be  in  the  Spirit  on  the  Lord's 
day.  Bless  the  instruction  of  the  fiimily,  and  of  the  Sabbath-school,  and 
assist  all  who  teach  and  preach  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  that  they  may  do  it  in 
the  demonstration  of  the  Spirit,  and  with  power.  On  all  Thy  flocks  Thy 
Spirit  pour.  Deliver  Thy  people  from  ignorance  and  error  and  prejudice, 
and  unbelief,  and  worldliness.  Lead  ^sinners  to  the  Saviour.  Have  mercy 
upon  all  who  have  a  name  to  live  but  are  dead,  and  quicken  them.  Ke- 
inember,  in  Thy  tender  mercy,  the  needy,  the  suffering,  and  the  disconsolate. 
Make  us  like  our  Saviour  in  all  the  tenderness  of  His  soul  as  we  mingle  with 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  sorrow. 

Deliver  our  land  from  all  the  evils  that  threaten.  Make  our  rulers  to  fear 
Thee,  and  cause  the  people  to  turn  from  their  sins  to  the  living  God.  We 
commend  us  into  Thy  holy  keeping.  Angel  of  the  Covenant,  watch  over  us. 
Kefresh  us,  that  we  may,  with  thankful  and  joyous  hearts,  enter  upon  the 
service  of  God  on  the  holy  Sabbath,  and  be  fitted  for  greater  usefulness  on 
earth,  and  for  all  the  blessedness  of  the  everlasting  Sabbath.  This  we  beg 
for  Jesus'  sake. 

Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven ;  Hallowed  be  Thy  Name ;  Thy  kingdom 
come ;  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven ;  Give  us  this  day  our 
daily  bread ;  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  those  who  trespass 
against  us ;  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation ;  But  deliver  us  from  evil ;  For 
Thine  is  the  kingdom,,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for  ever  and  ever. 
Amen. 
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